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INTRODUCTION. 


A SELECTION from Victor Huffo’s voluminous poetry claims a' i)latM! 
ol‘ right in any library wliiob essays to be represontative of 
literat ure. A few of tlie maiu facts in his life may iicro be recounted, 
for the sake of those who have not read longer monographs like 
those of Mr. Mar/.ials and Mr. Barnett Smith. He w^as bora at 
Bcsan^un in Eastern France on the 26th February, 1802, Ins 
■father being a French officer who, later, became a general, his 
mother the daughter of a shipowner at Kantes. He was a pmiy 
infant, and while gaming strength was carried to MarscillcM, 
Corsica, and Elba, as his father’s stations were changed. In 
1805-7, the child was in Paris; in 1807 he was taken to Avellino 
in southern Italy ; in 1808 ho returned to Paris, and his cduoation 
l>egan in a humble day school. In 1811, when the family went to 
Madrid, he was sent to a monkish school there. In 1812 there 
\v.as again a return to i’aris. In 1814 Victor an<l his brother 
Eugkie were %ent to a school kept by Decotto and (Jordicr, an 
unfrocked priest and a great admirer of Koussean, and here Victor 
became a leader of the boys. He wrote much verse of all kinds 
during these school days. In 1818 he went back to live with his 
mother, and in 1819 woif two prices for poetry at the ** Floral 
Games” of Toulouse. In December of that year he started a 
paper, the **Conservateur Litt^rairc," with his eldest brother .Abel; 
it lasted till Marcii, 1821, and Victor wrote at least two-thirds of 
it, in all kinds of literary forma. In June, 1821, his mother died. 
In 1822 he published his first volume of Odes, raatniy classical in 
tone and style. He bad already fallen in love with Adelo Fouchcr, 
daughter of an old friend of his father. In Scptemlier, 1822, Louis 
XVII][. gave the young poet, who had written some gushing Iteyalist 
odes, a pension of 1,000 fre^cs, and on the 12th October, 1822, the 
young oonple married, but their life was not happy all through. 
A certain Madame Diouet, an actress and a very beautiful woman, 
became, it is well known, the more intense helper of his genius, 
his Besktrie^ the iospireiC of much of bis poetry, the daily com¬ 
panion of his kter years. 
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INTRODUCTSON, 


It would bo tedious to g^ivo here a list of Hugo’s works. His 
fame rests most securely, perhaps, upon his great novels, “Notre 
Dame do Paris” (1831), and “Les Misdrables "(1862). Of his 
numerous tragedies, we he^e present two of the most z*emarkRble, 

“ Hcmani" (1830) and “ Le Roi s’Atnuse " (1832). “ Heniani,” first 
brought out on February 25th, 1830, with the famous Madtlc. 
Mars as Donna Sol, was a great success, and the right to publish 
it was bought up by an eager publisher before the perf(»nnance 
concluded. Yet it had much opposition to encounter; but its 
success was such as to lead to the composition of a number of 
otiiers, among them “ Le Koi s’Amuse,” whioh being regarded as a 
reflection on Royalty, was suppressed after a single performance. 
Tt has often been performed since; but it is not on his tragedies 
that Hugo’s fame is most enduringly built. 

In 1841, he was elected to the French Academy, after three 
rejections. In 1845, he was made a peer of France by Louis 
Pliilippe. His politics before tliis time had changed from Con¬ 
servative to Liberal, and he became more prominently Radical as 
he grow older. In 1848, he was elected to the Constituent 
Assembly as a Rcimblicau, but still a Conservative Republican. 
xVt first, he supported the candidature of Louis Napoleon for the 
Prosidency, but when he saw that his policy tended to personal^" 
Despotism, he gradually became his violent opponent, speaking 
powerfully against him, and using extravagantly passionate 
language, which helped to make Najwleon’s Coup d’JEtat possible. 
When the 2nd of December, 1851, arrived, Hugo it first sought 
to rouse resistance, but soon perceiving its futility, and being in 
personal danger, he succeeded iu escaping to Brussels in disguise. 
'Phere he wrote the burning “ Histoire d’un Crime,” not published 
till 1877, which depicts iu the most gtaphic style what he had 
soon and felt about the rise of the new Emperor; and also hia 
“Napoleon the Little,” published in 1862, which led to his being 
expelled from Belgium, whose ruler desired to keep on good terms 
with the Fmnch ruler. Hugo took roftige iu Jereoy, till in 1854-5, 
h^viug wTitten iu a tone of asperity about Queen Victoria’s 
alliance with Napoleon, he found it necessary to remove to 
Guernsey, where in Hautoville House the poet lived happily until 
his return to Paris in 1870, after S^dan. Here be stirred the 
people with his energetic words, and took his place as the 
honoured patriarch of his people. When he died in Paris, on May 
22Qd, 1885, aQ France mourned, and the civilised world sympath- 
iw»d.. His last special expr^on of Ids views declared his desire 
to be carried to the grave in the beaieeol the poor. He wrote:— 
** t refuse the prayers of aQ ohurohes. 1 ask a prayer fiurn'every 
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human souL I believe in God.” He was buried in the Pantheon 
ttt on Jane let. 

Although critics are continually asking, “ Where arc the Poets 
of tl»e People?” and ascribing to the jintroduction of the French 
spirit into our modern poetry, the dilettantism Mrkich is so marked 
a characteristic of many fiiiglish verse writers, it is to Franco, 
and not to the countries which gave birth to a Shakspere or a 
(iloctho, that we must look for the greatest patriot-poet and 
njouthpiece of the people of modern times. That this is, largely, 
the result of the strugi^lea through which, during his generation, 
his coviutry was passing, must be admitted, Hugo is, like all 
true jioots, a full natural man, a lover of beauty in all her fonus, 
but for all his realism he is essentially healthy and human on this 
side of his character. Moreover, ho is, in the'tendency of his 
teaching, markedly moral, and, although ho maintained an attitude 
of stern criticism and even scepticism towards doctrinal theology, 

’ his was essentially a religious and reverent mitid. 

In his poetry, Hug :h at his best, although even th.ere he is at 
times strangely unequal. His subjects, too, are oocasiunally trivial, 
and yet in the most mediocre of his poems, wo see hashes of 
genius. Ho has the vision of the Seer, and when ho strikes an 
inspired note we are conscious of a sense of vastness, and seem to 
be looking dowm on life and its commonplaces as from a height. 
But enthusiasm sometimes carries him on after inspiration has 
icoased, and its dying flashes are stimulated by exaggerations 
and snperlaUlvcs. To him the very follies of lovers are sacred as 
sacraments, and in his sense of the sanctity of childhood he for¬ 
gets that superlatives do not convijRje. ’ 

Perliaps the most noticeable characteristic of his work is his 
universal ivy of sympathy. There is no monotony of theme in 
Hugo, for he sweeps the W'hole range of human passion and feeling. 
His poems on any one subject—^love, childhood, or patriotism— 
would alone suffice to immortalise his name. More intensely 
human love poems than his have never been written. He feein 
all our human needs, but be never loses sight, in the human, of 
the Divine. His ideal of love is as sane and healthy toned ns 
that of any French poet. Some of bis poems relating to child¬ 
hood are unsurpassed, and all are marked by singular teuderne.ss 
and depth of feeling; while his patriotic songs breathe a spirit of 
fierce hatred for all that is cowardly, tyrannical, or mean. 

The Editor has to express his thimlu to the living authors who 
have so courteously granted permisiuon to reprint their translations. 
The translation of “Hemani” by Lord Francis Gower, afterwards 
first Earl of Ellesmere, baa aspeciU interest as having b<^n acted on 
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tho 22n(lJune, 1831, at Bridgewater House, before Queen Adelaide 
and tfie Royal Family, with the following cast: Don Ruy Gomez dc 
Silya, the Translator; Don Carlos, Mr. Shelley; Hemani, Mr. 
Craven; Don Ricardo, Mr. Mitford; Duke of Gotha, Mr. Bailey; 
Donna Sol, Miss Kemble ; tluonna, Mrs. Bradshawe; Conspirators, 
Pages, etc., Messrs. Herbert, Fullarton, W. Cowper. 

Tlie Editor also desires to acknowledge his indebtedness to 
Mr. Coulson Remahan for valuable aid in the compilation of this 
volume. 
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POEMS BY VICTOR HUGO. 


PEGASUS. 

1 WAS hoMing him fast hy tho bridle^ 

Til knots stood each musedo and vein, 

My brow wri.s all lined with my efforts 
His headlong career to restrain. 

A horse of a glorious lineage, 

Astarto-like horn of the foam, 

Diiil^r fed from Aurora’s bright chalice, 

Brought straight from her own starry home. 

A steed mighty and grand in his movements, 
Untamable, bounding on high, »» 

Ever filling, with i-csonant neighings, 

The vault of the deep, azure sky. 

To heaven each genius his bowl lifts, . 

And kindling his torch from tho sky, 

On the back of this wonderful monster 
Is seated and borne up on high. 

All thy poets and prophets in order 
Thou knowest, 0 earth, by the scars 
Of the burnings received from his harness 
Which shineih all over with stars. 

A 
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He inspireth each ode and each epic, 

Conceiving most teirible things, 

As the sword Hashes out from its scabbard, 

And crimes from the bosom of kings. 

As creator, and source of each fountain, 

He makes the rock open and speak, 

With its Rephidim for the old Hebrew, 

And Hi[»pocrcne for the wise Greek. 

Through the pale Revelation he hurries 
Witii Deatli and Despair on hia back, 

And the shade of hia great gloomy pinion 
Turns the moon over Teuedos black. 

Amos’ wail and the w'rath of Achilles, 

Ilia nostrils inflate ns is meet, 

And tlio rhythm of /Eschylua’ vciiscs, 

’Tis the inarch of Ids galloping feet. 

Lo! ho bends down tho tree o’er the dead fruit. 
As a mother does, weeping alone j 
He hews out of marble a Rachel, 

Or a Niobo fashions in stone. 

When he starts, the ideal is his goal, 

Mane streaming and course ever fleet; 

In front tho Impossible yawning 
Alone checks the rush of his feet. 

Swifter far than tho lightning he rushes. 

On Pindus lie seats himself strong, 

The Bear he relieves of hia burden, 

As he draws the gold (diariot along. 

He sports in the heavens undaunted, 

And plunges due north to the Pole { 

Him tho Zoiliac, in oirdcf revolving^ 

Nigh crushes in ponderous roll. 




rSGASUS. 

God created tho giilf for his pleasure, 

And gave the wild skies to his will, 

His flight in the gloom and tho shadow, 

His path through tlio lightning-cleft hill. 

Through the dense mists of heaven he wanders, 
And loves, as he moves on his way, 

To fly till the thick murky darkness 
Shrinks back from tho presence of day. 

And the fierce glaring look of his eyeballs, 
Brought back from his mystic career, 

He fixes on man, that bare atom, 

And fills him with terror and fear. 

Though not docile, he’s hard to be guided, 

As many a poet will find, 

Who may u«n himlo leap o’er a chasm 
Which cannot bo bridged by tho mind. 

And tho grooms who attend in his stable, 

Are men of both talent and soul; 

The ^rst place is given to Orpheus, 

With CluMiier last on the roll. 

All our soul and our spirit ho governs ; 

Ezekiel waits him with awe, " * 

Aiicl it is from the floor of his stable 
That patient Job gathers his straw. 

I 

Nought but woe to the man he surprises, 

111 fortune attends all his play; 

Ho resembles the lost days of Autumn, 

When weariness reigneth alway. 

From his back he’s flung many a rider, 

He loathes both the bit and tho rein, 

He delights to be held as a monster| 

Nor thinks of his rider again. 
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He exhibits nor mercy nor patience, 

But leaves far behind on his track 
All the rash and adventurous spirits 
Who mountec^ in vain on'his back. 

His flanks, with their mjriads of sparklets, 

Bear him on in his pride and his might; 
Though Despreaux or daring Quintilian 
Have ventured to curb him in flight. 

But I dragged him from rapt contemplation 
Of gods, and of crimes, and of kings. 

The sad horse of the gulf and the darkness, 

To fields where the soft Idyll springs. 

Then I drew him towards the sweet meadow, 
Where the sunrise had just given birth 
To an eclogue of loving and kissing, 

And turned to an Eden this earth. 

In a valley, not far from the meadow, 

Where Plautus and Bacon compose, 

Tlie epigram blooms like a hawthorn, « 

And that trefoil, the triolet, grows. 

Abbe Ohaiilieu can there take his sermon, 

And Segrais can gather fi;^8h bays, 

Emm the tender groon grass *neath the bushes. 
To inspire him with musical lays. 

The horse struggled, his eyeballs shot lightnings 
Like sheen of a yataghan’s blade, 

His flanks heaved like the breath of the tempest, 
Wlien wind against tide is arrayed. 

For he longed to return to the unknown, 

To Ineak from this esxrth and its ties. 

With the sulphurous reek in his nostrils. 

And the soul of.the world in his eyes. 
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Loud he neighed as if looking for rescue 
From all the invisible worlds ; 

And from heaven, as though in swift ansM'cr, 

The thunderbolt crashing ^as hurled. 

And the raving Bacchantes all joined * 

In the yell that went up to the skies, 

Whilst a long line of solemn-faced Sphinxes. 

Stood gazing with calm steady eyes. 

And the stars that in heaven's vault shimmer. 

All quivered on hearing hia cry. 

As a lamp in a woman’s weak fingers, 

When the evening breezes are high. 

And each time that with wings black and gloomy, 
He beat on the dull cloudy sky, 

All the clusters of stars in tho shadow 
Away to the infinite fly. 

But my firm grasp I never relinquished. 

And showed him the meadow of Dreams, 

Whol e all Nature is gay and seductive. 

And tlic firefly in cool grottoes gleams. 

And I showed him the field, and tho shadow. 

The grassplot^made verdant by Juno^* 

The place that bards think of as Elden, 

In whose praises their harps they attune. 

“ Tell me, what are you doing 1 ^ said Virgil, 

Who by the spot happened to pass. 

And I answered, It’s Pegasus, Master, 

I’m taking to turn out to grass.’' 




POEMS RELATING TO CHILDHOOD. 

TO A YOUNG GIKL. 


You, who have hardly passed soft childhood’s years, 
Kuvy us not our days of grief and pain, 

When oft our laughter sadder is than tears, 

And our worn hearts rebel, but all' in vain. 

At your sweet £^o all grief and sorrow fade, 

Passing away like summer's gentle breeze, 

Like a loved voice by distanoe fainter made, 

Or Halcyon’s note upon the rolling seas. 

O, do not ';^uit too early childhood’s mind, 

Enjoy the morning of life’s early prime ; 

Your days like garlands one to other bind. 
liCt the leaves wait the cruel hand of Time. 

As years flow on, your fate will’be like ours, 

To^eani of gi'icf and friendship’s brittle ties, 

Tiic hopeless pain which haunts our dreary hours, 

And all earth’s x->lcasurcs which our luoarts despise. 

Laugh now, poor<;bild, your mirth will not be long, 
And let not sorrow’s shade rest on your face ; 

Your eyes aglow, whore peace and virtue throng. 

And heaven’s gladness flnds a resting place. 

Gilbkrt Cam fuel 

THE POBTRAIT OF A CHILD 

That brow, that smile, that .eh^k so fair. 

Beseem my child, who weeps and plays: 

A heavenly sjarit guards her ways. 

From whom she stole that mixture rare. 
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Through all her fcaturcB shining mild, 

The poet sees an angel there, 

The father sees his child. 

And by their flaine so pure and bright, 

We see how lately those sweet eyes 
Have wandered down from Paradise, 

And still are lingering in its light. 

All earthly things are but a shade 
Through which she looks at things above 
And sees the lioly MotYier-maid, 

Athwart her inother’s glance of love. 

She seems celestial songs to hear, 

And virgin souls are whispering near, 

Till hy her radiant smile deceived, 

1 say, Young angol, lately given, 

AV'hen was thy martyrdom achieved? 

And what name dost thou bear iu heaven 1” 

Dublin University Magazine, 


THE WATCHING ANGEL. 

In the dusky nook, ^ 

Neoi’ the altar laid. 

Sleeps the child in shadow 
Of his mother’s bed ; 

Softly ho reposes, 

And his lid of roses, 

Closed to earth, uncloses 
On the heaven o’erhead. 

Many a dream is with him, 
Fresh from fairyland. 
Spangled o'er with diamonds 
Seems the ocean sand; 
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Suns are Ham in g there, 

I’roopa of ladies fair 
Souls of infants bear 
In each charming 

Oh, enchanting vision 1 
Lo, a rill upsprings. 

And from out its bosom 
Comes a voice that sings. 

Lovelier there appear 

Siro and sisters dear, , . 

Wiiilo his mother near 

IMunics her new-born wings. 

But a brighter vision 
Yet his eyes behold \ 
lloM’S [lied and lilies 
Jilvory path enfold; 

Lakes delicious sicexiing, 

Silver fishes leaping, 

Through the wavelets creeping 
Up to reeds of gold. 

Slumber on, sweet infant^ ^ , 
Slumhft' peacefuUyj^j 
Thy young soul yet knows not 
What thy lot may.4e; 

Like dead weeds that sweep 
O’er the dorrous ^ep, 

Tliou art borne in sle^, > 

What is all to theef, * 

Thou canst slnmber by thp way ; 

Thou hast learnt to borrow 
Nought from study, nought from care ; 
The cold band of sorrow 
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Oil thy brow unwrinkled yet, 

Where yoang truth and candour sit, 

Ne’er with rugged nail hath writ 
That sad word, “ To-morrow I ” 

€ 

Innocent! thou sleepest— 

Soe the angelic band, 

Who foreknow the trials 
That for man are planned; 

Seeing him,unarmed, 

Unfearing, unalarmed, 

With their tears have warmed 
This unconscious hand. 

Still they, hovering o’er him, 

Kiss him where he lies. 

Hark} ho sees them weeping, 

“ Gabriel! ” ho cries; 

“ Hush I ” the angel says, 

On bis lip he lays 
One finger one displays 
His native skies. • 

Foreign Quarterly Review. 

SONG. , 

If T w’ere a king, mine empire, 0 child, 

I would give, and my sceptre, and them that bow dow 
As my eWiot rolls by, and my golden crown, 

And my sea-oars wherewith the vast sea waxeth wild, 
For one only smile of thee, child I 

If I were a god, I would give, 0 child, , 

Eat^th and the air, and the angel-throng, 

, Chocs, the heavens, and the vast star-song 

moves ’mong still sjpaces with love made mild, 

Fcff one only kiss of the^ child i 


N. E. TVERltAW. 



STILL BE A CHILD. 


IX 


THE MOTHEU. 

SsE all the children gathered there, 

Their mother near; bo yowg, so fair. 

An elder sister she might be. 

And yet she hears, amid their games, 

The shaking.of their unknown names 
In the dark urn of destiny. 

She wakes their smiles, she sootlies thoir cares, 

On that pure heart so. like to their^ 

Her spirit with such life is rife 
That in its golden rays we see, 

Touched into graceful poesy. 

The dull cold commonplace of life. * 

X. 

Still following, watching, whether bum 
The Christmas log in winter stem, 

While merry plays go round ; 

Or streamlets laugh to breeze of May 
That shakes the leaf to break away—- 
*A shadow falling to the ground. 

If some poor man wdth hungry eyes 
Her baby’s coral bauble spies, ' . 

She marks Bis look with famine wild. 

For Christ’s dear sake idle ^makes, with joy. 

An alms-gift of the silver . 

A smiling angel of the child* 

University Magazine. 

STILL BE A CHILD.' 

In youthful spirits wild. 

Smile, for all beams on thee ; 

Sport, sing, be still the child. 

The flower, the honey-bee. 



12 


POEMS BY VIC70P HUGO. 


•Bring not the future near, 

For Joy too soon declines— 

What is man’s mission here % 

Toil, whei^e no sunlight shines ! 

Our lot is hard, we know ; 

From eyes so gaily beaming. 
Whence rays of beauty flow. 

Salt tears most oft are streaming. 


Free from emotions past, 

All joy and hope possessing, 
With mind in pureness oast, 

Sweet ignorance confessing. 

Plant, safe from wind and showers, 
Hcai*t with soft visions glowing. 
In childhood’s happy hours 
A mother’s rapture showing. 

Loved by each anxious friend. 

No carking care within— 

When summer gambols end. 

Thy winter sport§ begin. 

Sweet poe^ from heaveif 
Around thy form Is placed, 

A motheris beauty given. 

By father’s thought is graced ! 

Seisse, then, each blissful second. 
Live, for joy sinks in night. 

And those whose tale is reckoned. 
Have had their days of light. 


Then, oh I before we part. 
The poet’s ^blessing takc^ 



TO MADEMOISELLE EAimv DE I\ 
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£r,e bleeds that angel hearty 
Or child the woman make. 

Diibtim Uhtversitp Magazine^ 

TO MADEMOISKLLK fJInNY DK R 

O THOU whom thy sweet age.defenda. 

Laugh lightly ; all things yet caress. 

Play I Sing ! Be a child whose joy ne'er ends, 

A flower to brighten ! Dawn to bless I 

As to the future, think not of it: 

- Heaven’s paths are darkling, life’s affright. 

Ah ! what makes man that he should love it 1 
A little sound in deep midnight. 

V * 

Our lot is harsh, is all we see. 

Child, OiLtiu tho bright eye that bears 
And scatters most of light and glee, 

Bears also and sheddeth most of tears ! 

You, in whose small soul nought doth seem 
dwell, have all : jbnght joy, bright wile j 
Sweet innocence which ihaketh dream, 

Ilapt ignorance which makoth smile.* 

* • 

You have, white lily from the wind 

Saved, little Reart which small dreams bless, 

That calm joy of the pifant^mlhd' 

Deflect from mothers' happiness. 

Your candour makes you beautiful. 

Give me before all other fire . 

Your deep blue eyes aye wonderful 

With light that makes mam's h^rt beat higher. 

f H '' * 

For you no sorrows, no pale ho^irs ; 

At home you are the cherished pet; 

In summer you run among the flowers, 

In winter the hearth make merrier yet 
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Sweet Poesy, brigJit birSi of the skies, 

Near to you, child, still flatters wings; 

Its light is in your mother’s eyes, 

111 your father’s thought its muimurings. 

Have heed of this swift time so sweet I 
Live, live ! False joy is soon awfty; 

Each of iis sighing at your feet 

Hath hod bright dawn to sombre day. 

As one prays ere his steps he gone, 

Lot me now bless thee, spirit mild. 

Angel, thou’lt wear a martyr’s crown,— 

Thou must be woman, dearest child ! 

N. 11. Ti'euman. 


WRITTEN ON TME TOMB OF AN INFANT. 

Brown ivy old, grass freshly green, bright flowers; 

Fane, where the soul sees One it elsewhere dreams; 

Gay insects murmuring music warm long hours 

To the tired shepherd dvtiirsed with summerjp beams; 

y ' V 

Winds, waves^ aye blending wild sweet harmony ; 

Woods wherein brightest noontide pides to even; 

Ye fruits that gleam from out the ^usk-leaved tree ; 

Ye stars that gleam from out mysterious heaven ; 

Birds with quick joyous billows soft-sighing; 

Cold lizard of the hottest nook still fain; 

Fields unto ocean’s bounteous love replying,— 

One giving silvery pearl, one golden grain; 

NiiUite, that wak’st to life, that luU’st to death; 

Leaf-cradled nests round which the air scarce creeps; 
Above this mossy cradle hold your breath;— 

Leave the child sleeping while its mother weeps! 

N. R. Tterkan. 
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A. L. 

Eaqu hope, dear child, is a slender reed. 

God holds in His hand frail threads of our days, 

And divides them at pleasure, and tejees no heed 
That, the thread being cut, our joy fallsi from its place; 

In each cradle on earth 
A death hath birth. 

Erewhile, scest thou, the future, pure lighj!;, 

Shone sweetly before my youug spirit afirei'— 

Blight bird on the wave, in heaven star brigltt, 

Splendid bloom ’raid the shadow atlirob #ith dcsiro; 

This vision, my sweet, 

How lovely ! how fleet 1 • 

■ ■ ' ' ' 

* Jf, haply, nigh thee olio dreamfully weep, 

Let the tears f nor do thou ask why.' 

Sweet ’tis to wcei>,—ay, the bright drops keep., 

• Soft melody’midst the tempeatuouB worid-ory i 

0 child, every tear ’ 

Leaves some siii clear i ’ ' * , 

TtJSmiAN. 

song: 

“ * , 

Turostles twain I Stiff, is mother; 

Pussy pounced, and ate the ^ther . . « 

What else, wist else td tell t 
Cold nest by the chill blast shaken; 

Of all love, all song, for^ken— 

Poor little birdlingS 1 

Silly shepherd soundly sleeping I 
Good dog dead I Lean wolf clpse-oreeping * * • 
What else, what else to telit 
Sheep-cote by one fell sprhtg, shi^en; 

Of all care, all hope fors^^-^ 

Poor little lambkins I 
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Parents twain ! Whilst father’s lying 
In the hulks, wan mother’s dying . . , 

What else, what else to tell) 

Babe’s cot by the chill blast shaken ; 

Of all love,'all joy forsaken— 

Poor little children I 

N. B. Tyeuman. 

TO MY DAUGHTER. 

Ht child, thou secst I am content to wait. 

So be thou too ; with calm secluded mind : 

Happy ? ah no 1 nor e’er with hope elate,— 

But still resigned I ' 

Bo humbly good, and lift a blameless brow. 

As morning pours the sunlight in the skies, 

Suffer^ my child, thy sunnier spirit glow 
Through azure eyes I 

Ylctoriotis, happy, is none in this worhl’s strife. 

Time unto all a fickle lord doth prove; 

Ahd Time’s a shadow, and, child, our little life 
Is made thereof. 

All ^en, alas ! grow weary by the w'ay. 

For to be happy-^-O fate unkind !—to all 
All’s lacking. And, th^gh all were granted, say 
What thing so small i 

Axld yet this little thing with anxious care 
It sought for ceaselessly, by good and Tile: 

A little gold, a word, a name to wear, 

/ A IpTing smile! 

The mightiest king oW love and joy is powerless; 

Yast d^erts yearn fac but one drop of rain. 

Man ia a well spring-twims, till summer, showerless, 
Toid again. 
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Behold these kings of thought wo divinize,— 

These heroes, brows transcendent over night} 

Names ac whose clarion-sound most sombre skies 
Flash lightning-bright! ^ 

When once they have fulfilled their glorious doom, 

Earth for awhile a little brighter made, 

They find, for all reward, within the tomb 
A little shade. 

Kind heaven, that knows our struggles Sjud .Qur sorrows, 
Hath pity on our days, tamnltuous, inuli. 

Bathing with tears bright dawn of all our lipWows 
Whose noon is paiiu 

God lightens aye the path whereon wogb^ 

■ Still what Ho is, w’hat wo are, brings to mind; . -. 

One law revealed in all things here betoWji’, , 

As in mankind ! 

' Tliat steadfast law, bright-stablishhd above,' 

On every soul its lieavenlj beams lets fall 
Hate nothing, 0 my child, but all thin|^ 

Or pity all! 

• K. K. TnsBMAK. 

* MY TWO DAUCy|TERSi * 

In the pure shadow-light of the sc^^yu^ erei^': r 
One like a swan, and one like the "white dove ot heaveni 
Joyous, and O, so sweet amid the sweetness rot^d I 
Behold the elder sister and younger on'the jgre^d 
Seated of the dim lawn; while, whisp^hg ov^ them, 

A mass of frail white bloonva entangled stem by Stem 
Within a marble urn caressed of the warm wind^ 

Leans to the little girls trerhblingly, and there twined, 
Seems on the edge of the vase amid, the faery light 
A flock of butterflies love-tranced from sunniest flight. 

‘ N. li. Tyeuman. 

ji 
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CHILDHOOD. 

Thb small child sang; the mother, outstretched on the low hod, 
With anguish moimed,—^rail Form pain should possess not long; 

For, ever nigher, Death hovered around her head ; 

1 hearkened there this moan, and heard even there that song. 

The child was but hve yearn, and, close to the lattice, aye 
Made a sweet noise with games and with liis laughter bright j 

And the wan mother, beside this being, the livelong day 
Carolling joyously, coughed hoarsely all the night. 

The mother wont to sleep with them that sleep alway; 

And the blithe little lad began anew to sing . . . 

Sorrow is like a fruit: God doth not therewith weigh 
Earthward the branch strong yet but for tlie blossoming, 

N. H. TyEnwAX. 

TO THE MOTHER OF A DEAD CHILD. 

Ah ! thou hast tpld too oft thy little angel down 
Of other angH far on high, 

Of Heaven where is no change, nor any sudbring (uoavii, 

And to dwell there *twere good to die; 

That Heaven is a vast dome with pillars of fair gold, 

A rich pavdion rainbow-bright; * 

And of an azure bower whose blooms are stars thou host told, 
And of strange stars like Bowers to sight; 

That tis a place more blithe than mother’s w'ords can say. 
Where ever, for the children’s cheer, 

Abide sweet cherubim to laugh and sing and play, 

And the kind Qod to hold them dear; 

That it is good to be a spirit like a Borne, 

And to Hve nigh, all night and day, 

The tender Jesus^hild and Virgin of sweet name 
In^^juch a home of song and play! 


EPITAPH, 


19 


Aud then thou hast not told, poor mother comfortless, 

Unto this child bO fund, so frail, 

That as thou wast all his through life to love and bless, 

So likewise he was thine as well; • 

That when one's small the mother watefaea over us, 

Hut later she is her son’s care; 

That when she is grown old and with ago tremuloiui, 

She needs to know her man-child there; 

Thou hast forgot to teach tins eager gailelesa heart 
God wills one here awhile should stay,-^ 

Woman aye guiding man, and man, upon hia part| 

Aiding the woman night and day: 

* .Thou hast not told all this, oh woe! So, ou au hour, 

That gentle bcim^ left thee lone 1 , 

Alas ! thou hast then left unlatched the bright bird-bower, 

. Aud the pet bird is flowui I * 

N. B. TtSRMAN. 


EPITAPH. 

He lived and ever played, the tender emflhig thing. 

What need, 0 h^rth, to have plucked thi« flower from blossoming 1 
Iladst thou not then the b^’ds with ndubow-ooloure bright, 

The stale and the great woods, tho wan wave, 4he blue sky % 
What need to have rapt this child from her thou hadst ^ced 
him by— 

Beneath those other flowers to have hid this flower from sight f 

f 

Because of this one child thou bast no more of xnight; 

0 star-girt Earth, bis death yields thee not higher delight t 
But, ah*! the mother’s heart with woo for erer wild, 

This heart whose sovran bliss brought forth such bitter birth— 
This world as vast as thou, even thm^ O sorrowless Earth, 

Is desolate and void because of this one child! 


K. B. Tvermar. 
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LISE. 

I WAS twelve years ; and she, perchance, sixteen; 

She WAS quite tall, I quite small, no doubt; 
But ft even to speak more cosily to my queen, 

I waited till her mother had gone out; 

Then 1 drew nigh unto her throne, 1 ween, 

At even to speak more cosily to my queen. 

Alas 1 the springtides flown with all their flowers! 

The long-spent fires, the many silent tombs! 

Doth one remember now rose-perfumed hours ? 

Doth one remember hearts love ne’er relumes ? 

She loved me, I loved her. Ah! then we wore 
Two children, two sweet scents, two rays of the air. 

Angel God made her, fairy and princess. 

She a trifle tidier then than I, 

One asked her divers questions without cease, 

For the sole pleasure of teasing her with, “ WlnjV' 
But, sometimes, she would turn from mine C 3 'cs’ gaze, 
Pensive, nor dared to meet their dreamful maze. 

Then 1 displayed entire my childhood s store 
Of knowledge, and bragged fiercely of my games; 
Right proud was 1 to air my Latin lore, 

And iterate Tirgil, Pbmdrus, olH-world names: 

f othing could check my ardour; I braved all; 
ad cried aloud: ** My sife’s a General! ” 

Though one be unman, yet ’tis well to read 
‘ Latin} the words are spelt out dreamfully, 

Often at church to help her in sweet need 
Over her prayer-book I bent tenderly. 

An ai^l waved above us his white wing 
At vespers on the Sabbath evening. 

While still I humbly called her, ** Mademoiselle,** 

Of me she said, Oh, he’s the merest child t ’* 
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Lotting ray eyes upon Ivor prayer-book dwell, 

Quito close to hers, with passion made me wild,— 

So close, indeed, that once—ah, heavenly hour 1 
My lip a-hre touched her soft eheeje a-flower. 

Ah, childhood's loves, so quickly in tnid May, 

You aro the dawn and gladness of the heart; 
ilo with the child still, charm him every day 1 
And when night roracs, bearing for her chill part, 
Sori'ow,—ah, still let sunny memory slay * 

Of childhood’s loves, so quickly fled away! 

N. R. TrsttMAN. 


LITTLE PAUL. 

ftiviNO her luby ■ .>th, the mother died. 

() sombre fate, why thus on sorrow's side? 

Why take the mother, and leave the tmider child 
To one tiio cold world also a mother ^ styled 1 

For the ypung father needs must marry again. Ah mo I 
''I’is soon, at onfj a panaii to be ; 

This pretty babe did wrong to have been h<mit 
A good ohl man then took the thing fortom,—'' 

Its grandsirc. Soinclitncs whol scairce is hath care 
Of what will bo : so now aged arms upbear 
In mutber-wiso an infant—htmnge but true 1 
What the poor dead have left to life to woo ; 

The old arc good for only that; they can 
ISut play the part of good Samaritan, 

Lend to the weak and fallen loving aid. 

And chafe the tiny hands outstretched through the cold shade. 
Needs someone here must answ^ pity’s cry 1 
Needs someono here bo goo<l beneath black sky. 

Lest pity and hope no longer sad hearts bless I 
Needs must one lead to baby motherless 
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Tho wiltl-cyed goat, fain Tcrdant hills to rove,— 

Needs must one here lead little hearts to love \ 

And, old and weary, with compassion rife, 

Foster frail blossoms pf the spring of life 1 
Therefore it was that God, Who took the dead, 

Thus placed tho grandsire in the mother’s stead; 

And, judging winter best love’s warmth to impart, 

In an old man made throb a woman’s heart. 

So little Paul was bom, an orphan-child, 

With large blue through which a seraph smiled, 

Lips blithe W'ith babble as of cherubim, 

Small rosy hands that stroked each rosy limb,— 

Yea, all the angel ere the little man I 
And the old sire, by long years pale and wan, 

Smiled on him as on heaven where day’s just born— 

Oh i how t^t even did adore that mom 1 

He took the^ child stmightway unto his home, 

’Mong helds spanned by so vast a skiey dome 
But a little child could fill it. Green the plain, 

All odorous with perfnme siin and rain c 
Beguile f!t*om woods and waters; while around 
Their cot a garden laughed, whoso every sound 
And sight,--*>bird8, flowers, yea, all within those bowers!— 
Caressed the child: unenvious ard the flowers. 

iVithin this garden peach and apple grew, 

Down-showering blossom on one scrambling through ; 
’Nhath willows, watmrs tremulously gleamed, 

‘With here and there a suddmi flash that seemed 
“White shoulders bare of a nymph; and every nest 
Murmured the hymn obscure of those love-blest. 

All voices that one heard wmre calm and sweet 
^ Like brooklets ’mohg worm mosses at your feet; 

While in idl subtle sound and silence there 
The happy trees a leafy burden bear. 
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God's Piu'iulisc, tho angels' light and song, 

Earth’s hiimblor blissful warbling doth i>roloiig 
In summer when no star outshines a flower,— 

And Ptuil, an angel, made this garden-bower 
All Edoii, while tiie soul of all was love. 

Oil! iu how warm a nest was fledged this haplei^ dove t 

Surely a garden’s a sweet thing % Plaoe thMe 
A baby; add an old man ; such Use care 
God takes to make it perfect. Booming , 

To add to joy of senso the soul’s del|gh^ 

I'his Poet with a child pcifumes 

I'hcn with an old man tlic sweet 

Among the flowei*s blooms baby for his part, 

While grandsiro fosters both with dew of hin old heart. 
Oh I what is sweeter in the month of 3lay» , „. 

Oh ! what wore mecter, Virgil, for thy lay,' 

’riiaii a babe’s naked limbs 'mong ^sled gran 1 
• ’Tis so divine that it is frail, alas ! 

And Paul at first is weakly. Sicarco we know 
If ho will live ; or if again wiU blow . 

The bittei' blast that wailed o’er mother dying, 

Como now to bear her sweet to where ehe^e lying. 

Paul must bo fed ; a goat consents with glee 
Soon foster-brother to a kid is he I t* 

Since the kid leaps, the boy to, wal||t io fhin. 

While anxious grandsire murmuni^ ’ihi'plain,— 

Walk must wo.” Oh I tho tiny tottering feet, 
Charybdis here, dread Scylla there, they meet 
With trembling limbs, knees bent, 0^0 t^ildren strive 
The happiest and most hapless ^ngs i|hire< 

When spring bids blossom, tremhlai most the tree 1 
One’s a proud age, one step’s a viHoryy^ 

And Paul’s first step leads on to many another. 

Can ye not see, bright eyes of maiiy a mother, 

The boy by grandsire followed! , Charming sight I 
** Be careful not to falL Now, now 1 That’s right.” 
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Paul's brave \ ho looks, longs, laughs, then suddenly 
Starts forward, and the old man, proud os he, 

Spreads trembling hands round baby unafraid, 

And, himself tottorinjij, lends his tottering aid, 

Till the goal's won with peals of merriment. 

Oh 1 try to paint a star, or represent 
A forest bathed in golden morning light, 

But seek not to describe a child’s laugli of deligUt. 

^Tis sacred love, blithe innocence aflower, 

Of grace ineffable the richest dower. 

Most glorious bloo^ of purity,—aye, even 
Of blossoms fragmht with the breath of heaven; 

A smile of bliss that proves God's smile of love ! 

The grandsire, like the saints of yore who strove 
On mountaimsolitudes with God in prayer, 

Was just a good bewitched old grandfather. 

Against the spell that guilelessly beguiled. 

Powerless, he sought sweet council of th’ adored child ; ■ 
Be watched the dawn that shone the clear eyes through. 
While every month Paul babbled something new,— 
Tlirough bonds of speech thought’s htful fiuttcrings, 

That hesitate awhile on half-plumed wings, 

Bise but to fall, then float more blilbo and strong, 

And falling earthly w'ord^ alight on heavenly song 1 
Paul cc4[>tur6d sounds to sot thenb quickly free, 

Some strophe scanned of wondrous melody. 

Chattered, lisped, laughed, was never an instant still, 

And the whole house with rapture did fulfil. 

With laughter and song he made perpetual May; 

Ifis waking word was sign of holiday ; 

All Bie trees talked of this delightful elf— 
little Paul was happiness itself 1 

By mighl of smiles which still are deaf to Nay," 

Paul reigned; bis grandsire being his docile prey, 

Happy in strict ol>edicnce. Wait for me, 

Father I" He waited. Come I " Straightway came he. 
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LITTLE PAUL. 

Spring’s right to bind old winter with a chain. 

What a blithe little household made these twain I 
This dcspot-chihl an old man loves %o obey, 

Like January fain to pleasure May^ 

How, 'mid the song of birds, rich flowerwKfents, 

Wandered delightedly these innocents,-^ 

One two, gold-haired ; and one fourscore and grey 1 
One oft forgetfulj one remembering 
The child. Night had no power to maJ^e them grieve, 
(Irandsire taught Paul to think, who ta^g^l him to belteve. 
You had said, beholding mom thus dwill #ith even, 

That each showed each sweet diverswl^es of hSftven. 

They mingled all; their games by dayf by ' ' 

Their dreams : what love-bo^a did ih^e wahi' nnitej 
But one bower had they, ana were'iiev^ |tarted 
liikc the first steps, so the first words ;^ey stortei^ - 
WInlo hour by hour their pure hearts.dbsalier beat. 

The grandsire knew no accent soft and sweet 
JCnough to teach his angel-scholar spel!^ 

And murmur : “ Little Paul, O lov^ too well i ** 

Exquisite dialogues ! notes inefTable, 

Such as in fairy-tales the blue birds trill t 
Don’t go too near the water. Ah I now look! 

Paul, you have wet your feet,” “ It was brook." 

“ Those stones arc slifipery.” “ Te»» Kow run 1 ” 

And heaven laughed blue above, Und brigH tbo iuii 
Shone, as triumphant and rcspl^Od^t fiiQlW' < 

To see an old man kiss a child’s 

Meantime Paul’s father with his new %ife 

\o more the presence of the dead 

When in her place there smiles 

And by this second wife ho had a son-j 

But Paul knew nothing. What if he hod I No fear 

Con'd reach him band in hand with his own dear 

Kind grandpapa I 


But the graudfatheKdied. 
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When Scm to Kachel, to Ruth old Boaz cried, 

“ Weep; I depart! ” tho women, kneeling near, 

Sobbed; but tho children cannot; nerer a tear 
BedUna tho blithe blyo eyes. When with a sigh 
Tho old man said; ” Paul, little Paul, I die ! 

No longer wilt thou see poor grandpapa, 

Who loves thee I ” Nought such mournful words could mar 
The child^B bright innocent life of song, love, bliss,— 

Still gaily he laughed. 

A rustic chtiroK there is, 

Poor as the lowly roofs that nestle nigh. 

It opened : in the funeral train w'as I. 

Tho humble priest, vague prayers low-murmuring, 

With fipiends and kindred Hbm his homo doth bring 
That gentle sirc^ to lay him low in earth ; 

And round that soitow shone tho fiekPs May-mirth,— 

For flowers can smile on thasc in black arrayed ! 

Mingling hushed voices, good old gossips prayed. 

Wo wound along a deep and narrow way, 

On either side green fields whore cattle lay 
Regarding us with large eyes mild and sad ; • 

In summer'smocks the peasants all were clad ;— 

And little Faul followed tho .humble bier. 

'J’o the graveyard his kind old friend we bear 1 
*Tis a lone spot low crumbling w^ls enclose, 

Where only simple folk seek last repose; 

No tolty tombs, false epitaphs are there, 

Bui gtasky mounds with crosses block and bare; 

Ihr^ spot, yet shielding some from sorrow and sin. 

^ wooden wicket shuts it in, ' 

Tu tite hSM of which dense ivy-tangles cling: 

“ThW littlp child {a strange remembered thing!) 
yfa» seen to gasra intently at this gate. 

To i^ildrtn hut as fancy is stem fate, 

While to their wondering eyes life’s but a dream. 
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Aliis ! night darkens round the starry beam. 

But throe years old was I'aul. 

** You wretched child I 

Young Satan! Imp ! Be oGT I Ymi drive ftio wild* 

I’ll beat him black and blue 1 Too good I 

To let the little brat come ever nigh. 

lie’s Btaiuod my gown ! He’s spilt the milk 1 For that, 

Dry bread, the cellar I And what iim i:i^y,.b;rtrtl ” 

To whom these words 1 To Patil. Foor gentW heart 1 
Scarce had ho watched dear graodpe^ll ; 

Than one came to th’ old home - 

His father; a woman next with 

Suckling a child—his happy little ; 


J ■*V 


At once the ivoman loathed him. - Tl^h Hi 
AVhat sphinx i ^ re slrangel Whose'&iftH Sayl 

On this side darkness, and on that ftide dayi . 

To her own child honey, to another’fl 
To bear when suffering’s sacredness St , 

Is well; but a child, gay sprite with golden liair, 

Cruel it ifi^anch suffering he should bear J ? 

The thorn that stabs, for the that SHteetied of late^ 

What bitter change ] In lov6% sweet stead fell hate 1 

. ''In ; 

Paul understood it notj When hp bf^k 
At dusk, his little room seemed el^ra^^TyJ^^ 

Long hours he wept; yet scarce indeed, 


^ngreed;. 


But felt the vague chill fear o* 

Waking, ho wondered at so dull ; 

Ah ! why then arc these little I 

The house wiis wiudowless to let in . 

And dawn no longer seemed to atnileihit .Way* 

If he crept nigh—“ Be off! t want ftot you 1 ", 
His “mother” cried ^5 and slowly l^ul withdrew. 
’Twas as a cradle drowning in heaven's tight. 

The child, who made all joyous, lost delight; 
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His sorrow satWened even the flowers and birds j 
For blithe call-notes a volley of bitter words I 
“ He’s odious, with his {^linking dirty w^ays ! ” 

She took hia toys her little one to please. 

And all Paul’s father allowed,—so amorous ho ! 

An angel once, a leper now to be I 

Once the wife muttered : “Would the brat were dead ! ” 

By a caress that dreadful curse was sped: 

The CMW was Paul’s, 

“ Come thou, my love, my bliss I 
0/God, the &irest of thy angels this ! 

A bit of heaven Pve stole to swaddle liim : 

A child he is, but like the cherubim ! 

Ch)d’a paradise is in my arms 1 Oh! see 
How beautiful: 1 adore thee ! Soon tliouTt be 
A little man. 0 what a weight he is! 

Aa heavy as many a toddling boy ! I kiss 
, Thy tiny feet, ^toy life, myiove, my sky ! ” 

, And Paul remembered, with the memory 
Ppwessed by rose, or lamb, or little bird, 

Long* long ago the sweet same notes lic’d hcjird 
his meals iu a dark nook, on the flour, 

Seeming quite dumb; s^length he sobbed no more. 

To silent auflerlng oft a child’s soul’s braced ! 

Nigh always sadly at the door lie gazed. 

The child one evening, looked for everywhere, 

Oquld not be found. ’Twas winter, season drear 
; : Whose pool hate by night deals direst blow ;— \ 

/ 'Bnitdl fcK^ then are quickly lost in snow. . . 

, #hsy'{hand the child upon the moVrow morn. 

pbrjssme remembered faint cries past them borne * 

;/At nif^hfaU; one had even laughed to bear 

the wohd wonted sounds that throng the air 
A voice that seemed “ Papa, papa! ” to call. 

^ch ’^dinga the whole village did appal; 
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All sought—the child was in tho churchyard Iona 
Calm as the night, and pallid as a stone, 

Outstretched before tho gate, quit© cold, he lay. 

IIuw be had found this sad spot whp shall say, 

Alone, bv night, unlit by lamp or star t 

Ono of his little hands clutch^ tight the bar 

Ho vainly tried to open : feeling there 

Was cue within who yet for litH©‘Pau2 stould cava, 

Long, long ho had called and sobbed 'mid darkceds dread. 
And then had fallen upon the cold eart^.dead» 

Quito close to his old kind grandpapa he'd cnpt^ 

And, jioaorless e\cii to awaken him^ " 

ST TrMraxi. 


THE VOICE OP A CHILD OKBJ Y15AR OLD. 

WiiAT saith he 1 Think you he speaks I Kay^ t am Sure. 
But unto whom I To someone in tho aauine; , 

To that we call a spirit; to space, to the eiteei 
Shiver of the invisible passing wing, 

To the shade, the breeze,—to his little ttt'dtluir dead. 

The child a fragment of his heaven^homd bear| j 
Guileless ho cornea; man,*thou reediest him. 

Ho hath the tremor of young leaves atid grsmK 
Prattle before full speech is as the dowm' 

Ere the fruit blooming, lovelier and holier^ ^ 

For to be lovelier is to be more holy. ^ ^ 

The child pure-soulcd, on tho threshold oCaadlifB^ * 
Regards this earth so'strango and formidable^ 

Knows*it not, opes wide eyes, and missing Ood, 

Stammers,—all-trustful, touching little voice I 
The darling weeping with the darling singing 
Ends; his first words like his first steps have fear: 

Then blooms sweet hope. 
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In heaven whereto onr sight 
Attains not, floats one knows not what fair mist 
. Of forms which children, reverenced of yore, 

Perceive from earth,.and which to them lends speech. 

This child perchance beholds a bright eye shine, 

And questions it j in tho clear clouds he sees 
Faces resplendent, row o’er wondrous row, 

And vital phantoms, which for us were void, 

Begard him with divine translucent smiles; 

O^er hita the dusk serene extends its boughs; 

He laughsi, for unto a ohild all glooms are bright. 

’Tis tUn^re, in .m^Stery, ’mid the splendour’s depths, 

With thesis i^eet spirits unknown he lisps and laughs; 
The ehi^ makes question and the spirit replies j 
The f)uby*Whhle unto blue heaven floats, 

Th^ r^ums softly, with the waverings 
Oj^^e finaU bird that marks the halcj^on soar. 

We that stammering i ’Tis in sooth the abj-sni ' 
Whm^ 4^ a winged being from height to height 
Soars, ^e epeoch sweet with Fden and with dawn 
St^ivei^h to seize from utmost heaven a word, 

$eehe ftend flods, takes it and leaves, and quivets. 
Through emy child’s breath thrills the breath of heaven. 
When with deep benignant shadow he chats. 

The thraeh, enraptured, at the edge o’ the nest 
U^fts while her fledgelings, pensive, frail, 
Pq&.ihrof^ h^ downy wings ^eir callow heads. 

The motlu^/Sseum tb say to them : Ay, listen, 

And txy to chirp beautifaUy.’*—The spring, 

A ' 1 * ira is ■■ * 


bright-piercing the dim earth— 
rhythm obscure ’mid the small song 
^4llfojhail spirit imd this trmnhling heart. 

Tp: jtrs^l4^ totter, prattle, is the charm 
Of s^ whan tiprougk a tear bright laughter gleams. 
O heavienly shadow and shine of infant-speech 1 
The (flkild seeimi forceful to assuage harsh fate; 
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From tlio small child sweet lessons nature loarus,-;:- 
Tins rosy mouth’s the tiny gate august 
Whence falls—O majesty of the frail, bare being !— 
Upon the gul]>h unknown the unknowp. Word, 

What largess ! innoccuco made ov’n oar guest 1 
What gift of heaven ! 'Who knows the starry 
The beams of bounty, who knowfi the faith, the love, 
Which through their trembling twilight ever shed,'^ 
Amid tho bitter strife wherein wo dwell,— 

The souls of children on the souls of men I , 

Sounds one the depth of this soft Speech Wh^tbrough 
One fech pass all that thrills the innocent 1 
No. Men deep-stirrod hearken these tendNn>’ 

Of syllables scattered in the golden dawn, , 

8{>eech wherein heaven liath loft a starry 
But comprehend not, pass it by, and say t 
—Tis nought; ui but a breath, a mummr, Sigfi j 
'Phe word is senseless till the spirit be ripe.*'— 

Ilow know you that 1 This cry, this nest^hont ohantj, ^ 
Is of an angel changing to a man. 

Adore it. Tho melodious sound, the scale 
Floating and ircc where infancy makes one 
The perfume of its lijjs, its eyes pure blus^ 

Resembles, wind of heaven, those wondiotui WO)^ 
Which, to declare midnight or day, thon lendaBlt* 

To the vast soul obscure tlirough all t^ngs sluSd* 

t ■' 

The being bom to the light of this faUte wotld 
Lisps as he can his sad and sweet surpnsa* 

For the animal in the deep cnignoa lo^ 

All comes of .man. Into this world man casta 
A faint clue to the mystery, and throng^ Mm 
A little'day lightens the problem dark. 

Ah yes, this warble, music vague and sdf^ 

Pure mist of words divine oonfuwd like loam, 

Song whose sweet secret bold the newly-born. 

Which from the cottage doateth to the wood. 
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Is world language, an exchange eteriie 
Of dawn with stars, with th’ angel of God man's soul 
Ncst-idiom, cradle interpreter, aye sent 
By the little children to the little birds. 

N. II. Tveu.ma.\ 


BABY^S SLEEP AT DAWN. 

Faint smiles the humble little room 
On an did chest some roses blush; 

Beholding here dissolve night's gloom, 

Prtests had said, Peaoe 1 and women, llii&h! 

Yonder what small recess is seen, 

Whereto the tendorest radiance cree])i? 

0, more than angel-guard serene I 
Aurora watches; baby sleeps. 

Deep in that nook a tiny thing 
Lies lulled within a cradle white ; 

Amid the shadow quivering ^ 

Heaven only knows with what delight 

Lo, in her dimpled hand tight-prc'>t 
She holds a toy, sweet source of mirth 1 

Cherubs in heaven with palms ore blest, 

Babies with rattles upon cartli. 

What sleep is hers I Ah, who dare say 
What dreams make tuch smiles come and go; 

Haply she sees some bright dawn-way 
With angels passing to and fro. 

Her rosy arm moves momently 
As if to wave some sweet adieu; 

Gentle her breathing as may bo 
A butterfly’s amid the blue. 
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Aurora'^ loth to chuso those dreams . 

Naught’s so august^ so pure, so mild, 

Ab this blight eye of God that beams 
Upon the closed eyes of ^ ohild. 

N. R. Ttsbuan 


TO JBAKNE. ' 

Your presence hallows these sweet bowers; 

Tiicso woods so far jElrom beaten ways 
Scorn madi for faurcst forest ftawafKl 
Who draw fresh beauty frhttk 

Your years are as the moramg% l|M^ 

And hcavcn’b uv^n smite b^arilll iplia Icme* 

Ill you, fail Jeanne, the sku^s SiindK 
Umte themselves m this sweet pjiMAi 

The vale with festive hues is spread 
And offers you its tribute true, 

Thcic IS a niinbiis louud your head ; 

’Tia raindise, your honour dUOt 

All who appioach your magieHng 
You with a word, a look, t^Htraute. 

”1js ecstasy to hoar you 
'Tib Heavcu itself to 

W lule stray ing tlacs»* blest 
So sweet the ac( cuts of 
Til It e'en the birds forget 
And silent m their 

* i^ATip TohUtS. 



TO JENNTf. 

YfiSTSRDAT, daihng of mine, a tweteemouth. edd t 
Happy you babble as, under the manifold | 

Delicate leafage that lies on the dear Springs breast, 

The year’s new birdtets, openmg their strange, wide eyes, 

c 
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Cheep and twitter from out tlio warmth of the nest, 

For fbe joy of the yoniig plumes’ growth and of life’s surprisi 
0 rosedipped Jenny of mine, in those big books 
Whose pictures are worth your Growings and happy looks, 

The books I must suffer your fingers to crumple or tear. 

There is mv^y^ beautiful poem, but none so lare 
As you, my poem, when, catching sight of me. 

Your whole little body thrills and leaps with glee. 

The greatest men for writing bare ne’er written 
A better thing than the thought a^wn in your eye, 

And the musing strange and vague of one w ho scans 
The earth andinau with an angel’s ignorance. 

Ajft iSientiyt Ood’s not far off when you are nigh. 

Wmitv ITini.'n'V 


TO MY GRANDSON. 

Ckum hither, George, Ah! sons of sons of ours 
Wiui^hlldhood*8 voice recall lost mot mug Lours. 

In oui* abodes, dull winter’s darkoniug, 

The^ scatter roses and the light of spring, b 
Thdr laughter brings warm tenant to stony eyes, 

And makes cold thresholds thrill with sweet surmise; 
One radiant smile disperses all the gloom 
Of heavy years that bend us toithe tomb. 

A child’s band leads us ’mong th’ old vanished years,— 
Sweet day by day, with new flowers deckt, appears. 
Amased, we wauder all the lost paths through. 

With lighter hearts suflbsed with hcavenlicr blue. 

A bhiid that blossoms sets old age aflower ^ 

, Grandpapa enters blithe Aurora’s bower 
Ijttle ones around him triumphing. 

Dwarfed to a child’s small stature, lo! a wing 
Grows, and we watch, with sense of sweet surprise, 
’Muiig spotless souls, our dark soul seek the skies. 

W TL TvimifAw 



GEORGE AND JE INNC. 
GEOUGE AND JEANNE. 


t. 

I, WHOM a littlo child make? far from 

Have two,—sweet George and Jeanne; in thi* 0^’? 

My snnlii^ht dwells, by this one's hand led; 

Joanne’s hut ten months, o’er George two years have sped. 
Divmcly subtle are their baby*wayii, 

And ii om then trembling uttenm<»e lovt'essaya 
Tu catch the biith star song ere It taifctr Hlglhhl 
While 1—like oven darkening int<^p|j||h^ ’ 

Whoso destiny hath lost the light of 

Take hc^rt to sing: ** What daWtt so t^y I,** 

New heavens ore ofieued vide at esji^ 

M} sours intent to hear what they tuiUte hettjd; 

Old thoughts .ae banished by the awfesfc new 
Desires, ambitions, projects, things Of n^ght, ^ 

Mattel’s of weighty moment, fade away ’ 

As grows the sunlight ot my darling’s day; ^ 

All buds tiiat blood in darkness ply swift WingS 
As all thc^clioir of morn more hUthely sing. 

Ah! tottering children guide onei^s steps aright, 
llohold them ' hear them I every brow gtows brigltt, 

All hearts beat happily that near them b^ ' 

In chime with baby codiisels saefSd, eWfijed^, 

In all my life they’re meiged; in 
In all my sorrowful or joyous ymii% 

Nought have 1 known so preeious as iQip^^sa v 
Of smiles of childhood cleaving dark^iieis dense, 

Or brightening commoA sunlight: 1 bsludiSt 
From baby’s cr.wUe steal these rays 

a 

At eve I watch them slumbering. Sweet ^nt eyes 
And placid brows o’ershadowed like the skies 
When thiough soft veils the starry lights first beam 
Amaze me, murmuring: “ What can be their dream 1 ” 
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George dreams of cakes, pcrchancc, of playthings hue, 

Dog^ cock, or cat; Jeanne chats with friends divine; 

Then their eyeeopen wide, and make thQ whole world sin tie. 

Their dawn, alas ( maVks growth of our decline. 

They prattle. Do they talk f As doth the flower 
To the wood brooklet ; as, in childhood’s hour, 

Their father to his sister, laughing gay; 

Or ae I idiattered all the livelong day 
tJntO my brothers, while our sire stood near 
And tratohed us gambol in the sunlight clear 
Of Rome, In days long dead which never die. 

Jeann^ whose bright eyee all bluest flowers outlive, 

Whose Angers frail still capture faery things, 

With bare arms flattering like an ongeVs wings, 

Btaiiingnes, in songs where floats a starry sign, 

^ boy^habe or baby^god divine. 

0 binsat heaven, no mortal speech is hers! 

In 0ti4| Steet strains the wandering wind confers 
With ^fagtant groves, with waves on summer seas ; 
Omy'i^ts off the shores of ancient Greece 
Rhtt left their helms, ^thus lured by syren’s voifie 
To aoriW, as Jeanne now lures us to rejoice. 

*Tis May*moiith music bom beneath the sun’s 
Bright glimee, with changeful burthen, ** I love! ” “loved once 1” 
Jt h the tremtdous language filleif with light 
WhioHjl^ ^ liib each little child’s delight,— 
by April, vast, bewildering, 

They lsid>ble at vast windows of the Spring. 

sweet notes which Jeanne pipes to her brother 
44lWitl|08e one amorous bird trills to another; 

Bpich sahtle questions bees to flowers propound, 

Ahd Ijhnple flowers to sparrows more profound; 

Of f^hstal harmonies soft undersong 
It iib and doth the angelic choir prolong; 

HeaVeh*f visions are revealed in infantetrains; 

Heavenls mysteiy, perchance, Jeanne's song erplains,— 



TI/S S/ESTA, 




For little ones but yesterday came tbonoe, 

Beanng star-scorcts through oar darkness dense. 

O George ! 0 Jeanne ! your Toioos thrill tny heart 1 
In such a song stars only could to^o part. 

Their eyes upon mo light my whol^ soul ihrougbi 
And all its darkness breaks to heavenly blue. 

Joanne smiles bewildered; George has bold bright ; 
Both totter,—inebriate pets from Paradise I 

K. 


THE SIESTA. 

s •> * 

SaI'E shelteied from the noon<tida 
And noises of the busy day, * 

There slco^i , serene and free ftom eaiS^ 
Jeanette, my child, tired out with p!ayv% 

They, more than we, the dreamland need, > 
Thobo children fresh from Heaven’s own 
The wfild IS cold and bleak indeed 
For gentle hearts tbai know no guile. 

She seeks the angels and the fayi^ 

Titaiiia, Puck, aqd Ariel toot 
With cherubs she in fancy plays ^ 

’Mid sylvan groves and skies Ol 

O, great our wonder could we klimir 
The hidden joys of that blest 
What dazzling sights, what visiottS 

While watch her guardiati angels ' 

Thus at the still meridian hour 
When birds are mute and winds are stayed, 
When e’en each fragile leaf and Sower 
Forgets to tremble in the glade, 
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Jeanette takes her siesta then, 

And her mamma can also rest, 

For nature wearies even when 
WeVe hel|)ing those wo love the best. 

These tiny feet of roseate hue 
Are resting like the peaoefnl soul; 

The cradle lace of azure blue 
Seems an immortal’s aureole. 

,There looks to enraptured sight 
A rosy light amidst the folds. 

I laugh, and sadness takes its flight; 

A radiant star that mradle holds. 

The cooling shadows round her cieop. 

The wind holds back and dares not blow ^ 
1Vhen suddenly from out her sleep 
Her eyes rcK>pe with momdike glow. 

Her lovely arms she first extends. 

Then foot and foot with charming grace, 

And now her mother o’er her bends, 

And gazes on her^arling’s face. 

She thinks of all the sweetest names 
To call her for her own dear sake, 

And then ’twixt smiles and tears exclaimed, 

< horror 1 there you arc awake! ” 

David Tolhie. 


THE MOON. 


I. 

grass, with bright, grave brow Jeanne thought; 
I "Jeanne, tell me; is there aught 

You waiitlf-»*»#or I obey those charming dears,— 

SuhmisShro slaves of all their smiles or tears, 



IHE MOOIT, 


39 


Diviner of though1» that pass through bends divmo. 

Jeanne ansaeied me; *'To see some beastS) I pine,” 

An ant just then appeared "moug grasses tall; 

** Look, look > ” 1 cried. But Jeanne searee looked at all: 
No, no I the beasts are always big.** 

Their dream 

la grandeur. Ocean with his boundless stroam 
Allures them, cradled by the cot^uerisg might 
Of wa\es and winds that loar in eiidlesl'^lltgntt/ 

They need tho wondrous, love tibt 
“ I giicvc no elephant's at hand,^ I saiid J ^ 

But IS there nothing else which I Catl 
With tiny finger sk} waid Hxed^ my pot 
Cl led, “ That! the calm hour dids. 

And m hushed heaven I saw the faB mdcn rffe, 


11 . 

You want the moon 1 Yes; draw it 
No; from the sky ' Alack, ail eiSbfhi fail* 

'Tis alwaj a thus Dear litUe ones, you 
A toy from heaven, so m void ait I wave 
My bands to catch fair Phoebe in her higbli ^ 

The blessed lot of gra^dsire ona^ll li^I^ 

Upon my head and made a gentle ors^, 

Though fate such bnlhant toys Ijbm MCf 

Towaids >oa 1 feel he should be ftp; lUOnrkM. 

But come, let’s reason. George and How ndnd * 

God watches us, and being Himw^e^tnte 
Old grandpapa, He knows wbat dsed ^ 

And takes good care to be upon Hla guard. 

A grand-dad loves his pets, and tbiulm U held 

All baby-orders he cannot obey t 

So, lest a silly old man should have bis way, 

God takes the stars, not yet to cradles given, 

And hangs them on the highest hooks of heaven. 



POEMS BY ViC'lOR IICOO 




lU. 

** What greedy little rascals 1 *’ mother cries; 

** They long for all^tbat meets their roving eyes,— 
Cakes, cherries, apples, all must pleasure j^ield. 

If they hut hear a cov low in a field, 

^ijE^ * Quick! some milk 1 * They raise bniiditti’s ciies 
If hags of bon-bons look a likely prize; 

And now they^d hare the moon 1 ” 

Why not ? I hate 
1%e pt^ttineSB of tbodi miscalled the great, 

And love, amared, the grandeur of the small. 

Ah, yee I an infimt’s soul expands for all. 

Tm lost In thought before such greed as sees 
Worlds idiadow-girt, and stammers: “If you please I ’ 
If it were mine to give, indeed, yon moon 
Should in a moment be my pet's bright boon. 

I know not what they'd make of thco, 'tis true, 
P|IM»ykt, 0, moon, I feel thou art their due. 

Iteaven where Swedenborg still travels on, 
Thy^yast abyss with all its mystery wan, 

I would,entrust unto the obildren's care. 

That eomlnw sphere still spinning through frore air, 
Wlth,is^ged craters no loud storm as'^ails. 

With soBtudsS of shadow and death, with vales 
BWful as ii^ens or like hells accursed, 

And awful moontidn-vistas light-immersed, 

Jliktyoks yon little kneeling ones would make 
pises of for the angels' sake: 

'ft they'd place their love, their hope, their prayer, 
'AI)4 th^ vast, weird adventuress should bear 
^ Qo4*in^fonnd the thoughts of sweet small hearts. 
WhdW the ohUd slumbers dream by dream departs 
Tn holier realms than ours can ever reach. 

A |iew sihild-faith unto the world I preach; 

'ja 
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If littlo fearless darlings set their love 
On something sparkling bright in heaven abovci 
I feel they ought to have it That a sphere 
Should be ruled over by a child Is olean 
Ev*n our demerit masters many thin^ 

Oh! what a lesson to astonished kingSi 
Sooiug a world by infaat*han4s controlled! ^ 

To little augcls crowned with locks df g^d| 

To them whu’d blithely reign hy lovei’'ai^c4le snyay 

IM gi\e vast worlds immcniNnl In 

Those, too, by darkling CpIldtC hUjsd3ly.1^^ 

Tiie enormous circle of the % , 

Why not 9 To them who havA 

The power is given to wield a wnvld^ati w|}|» ^ ' 

Yes! often when my thought **1^^ 

Musing on innocent love’s 
1 deem there must bo, in some heaven 
Some angel grander tlian onr dre^ 

Hidden by God, in some soprcmeinijtf^litnt^ 

On souls of children gifts of ftait mimefe* 

. ^ iinaaxr. 


MY JEAKNB. 





,4vdakeaij 


My Jeanne, whom I^tender^y Jpte 
Is queenly in right of her sea r nU 
Is to beautiful bo, to have 
And to make by a look the W< 

To know aught of nothing sate 
To enthral the most learned 
To be gentle as Heaven, as pAh 

To the sad or ungratefal, the 
Jeanne knows all abont it, for she ^ aged thtne^ 
And sbe is the dower of my <d4 m 

To contemplate, cherish— my jey, my tj^Ughi! 

My verse, which seems worthless when she is in sigh 
Is inspired by her glances, and illed with her chat. 
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Hor dress is a tvondcr, bewitching her )mt, 

Her red shoes are dainty, her movements as light 
JU a fly’s on the wing; and the colours os bright 
Of the costumes she shows off with womanly ]>ridc, 

With a glimpse of the womanly spirit inside, 
her dne to be queen, to be fair is her tight, 
her sweet reign commences my wisdom t«tkes flight. 

David Tolmik. 


JEAHNB IN DISGRACK. 


r the dark room a oonvict, Jeanne confined, 
fhrd dry bread, Jntts duty out of mind, 

And makes me creep—old rebel that I am !— 

To sninggle in the den a pot of jam. 

Caught In this tmaoheroua act, straightway all thoac 
<On 'fhbm righteous household laws repose, 

Chy, f* Shame I ** though Jeanne avers witii guileless grace 
' more shell make au ugly face. 

aH repeat, ** For shame I That nauglfty child 
what paltry pleadings you’re beguiled ; 
j^u always smile when scolding’s due; 

' F^mentb made a mock of, thanks to you! 


Ton l^iiepp some role la your bad reckless way; 

Order^s 1 hang my head, 

And eay» To that, ^eteb nothing to be said; 
ii']pirong. Ah, ^ 1 yrhen such the reins assume 
r quickly driye the nations to their doom. 

on ^y bread, please, in this dark room." 
erfb Ksould deserve it better, eo we will." 
i4^ the comer dark where small and still 
Wt, she whispered, lifting eyes that swam, 

' mind, dear! Soon 111 bring you a pot of jam." 



N. it Tyesuak. 



GRANDFA7HEIR'S SONG. 


43 


THE POOtt CHILDREK. 

Of little chiklron take fond eare, 

God IS MTiihin them, they are freoW 
For they have breathed a porwrah^ ^ 
As stars in the celestial etaik 


Hu in His goodness sends tis thoss^ 
Endowed with message of ]|Q4re|i-, 
Their simuy laugh His wtsdoes dhof 
Their kiss His pardon 





Thoir gcntlo brightness tnijlEfi 
For theirs is happiness 
I'lie angels weep when 
The Heavens shake if 

The misery of the child's potSSiJwi^i >1/ 
To VICIOUS mail alone is dgit fj . 4 ^' 
Who holds the ang^lft ‘ ‘ 

Oh i what a blot on Hsaii^ 

God looks upon those 
Whom He has sent m «r^ m 
He sent them clad in k^p S, [ a 
How oft in rags and 









GRANHB'ATHK 

f' 

DanoEj little girls, So; 
* All in a faery «»g 



Seeing you dancln^^ 

. Woods will blosscHn 

Dauco, little qnesna, Sd ' 

All in a faery ring t V 
’Neath the oalm, dreaming sedately, 
Teudetly lovers wilt cHiig. 




44 


rO£MS BY VICTOR HUGO, 


Dance, Httle sprites, so frantic^ 

All in a faery ring: 

Books in the schoolroom pedantic 
Soon vill be burgeoning 

Donee, little pets, so beauteous, 

All in a faery ring: 

Birds On the branches perched duteous, 

Soon viU be clapping each wing. 

Daue^ little fays, in the meadow, 

All in a fiieiy ring: 

Soon in the sunshine and shadow 
Lor^er flowers will spring. 

Dance, l^tle maids, so rosy, 

All In a faery ring: 

Each beau to each belle, quite cosy, 

Says some pretty, false thing ! 

N. II. TrERMAX. 


LOVE POEMS. 


ONCE MOBE TO 

For thee, my love, for thee I 
With Hymen's song thou* 

What other name with mpt 
No other song, no other path U 

It is thy look that mokes my 
It is thine image makes my. 
Fearless I walk throng, shal^; 

For from thine eyes celest^ 

' ■ 

Thy gentle prayer my destiti;^ 
And safely «Mitch mo shoi^ i 
When thy voice soft, yet prmidli 
It sends me forth life's duticis 

A voice from heaven shall 



Hloomiiig in earthly fields, % 

A virgin pure, to heaven thy f 
Reflects its fires, and edw^j^ ^ 

If thou entrance me with 
If thy robe brush md lightly* 

I seem to touch the Templfl^i^^ 

And say with Tobit to the 

Wlien on my sorrows 
I know »»y fate must wjth 
As some good priest, wos^ 

S^es a fair maiden to the 

Thee, like some being far my 
Thee, like some prescient an 
like some fond sister, whom my W 
Like some lost infanty sent to cheer mine 


:: 
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Thy name alone raine eyes with tcara will fill, 

I weep since life is ever full of ill ^ 

BlJiti sad wild thy home can never be, 

pteoe f^r hence ’neath some oVrshadowing trie 

peace and joy be hers from trouble free t 
liW ell her days Mong^ 0 Lord, to Thee, 

^ |Way Thee bless her, for her faithful mind 
In vl^Ue seeks true happiness to find 

Cbarlks Mattiilw, M A 


IKBtOVKD KAUEL 


' > 

%i^]0y*8 perfume pure, famous crown of light, 
flit iStest momur of departing day, 
»|i^^i^|nend8hip*S pUuitt, that melts at piteous sight, 
fkmwell of each hour at flight, 
kiss which beauty grants witli coy delay,— 




i i 




i]Ci$ fwvon-fold scarf that parting storms bee tow 
j^iephy to the proudi triumph int sun ; 
accent of k voice we know, 
msldmi’s secret vow, 

ki^nt^s dream) ere life’s first sands be run,— 

s V 

of dUtoot ehtHES, the moming's sigh, 
erst inspired the ^bl^ Memnou’s fiamc,— ^ 
<ld^lo^es that« hummed, so trembling die,— 
jNfimtest feaai ^t ^td thought’s treasures lie, 
nought of sweetness that can match Her Nauc 

Hs ntteraoee, like a prayer divine^ 
each wartded song he heard the souud; 

Hjjd^t in darksome fkues to shine, 
tSMkOd word which at some hidden shnne, 
l!he aidfsamc voice forever makes resound! 
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0 fi lends < ere yet, in living strains of flAmo, 

My muse, bewildered m her cu'cliags wide, 

With names the vanuting lips of pride proelaim, 

Shall daio to blend the one, the puret nAa^ 

Inch love a treasure In my bnaisl 

Must the wild Uj my faithful 
Be like the hymns which Uiort^lh , 

To solemn b irmonies attutted 
As, musii. show’nug fiom his tiowleMl 
On heavenly airs some angtsA 

04Botia* iinrMHi''ejWF*4WMe. 


THE STLP& 

, Jj *• S 

Triou, whom within those happy vulle^ uln^f ' 
seeming, 

B&hmd the lighted window pane my 
0 ni iiden, open to me, fot 1 hear the DC 
The daikncss round about mo is with WeDk'ghbVt^ d!^i^ ilkf 
And souls of dead men gibber m thok 

Sweet virgin, I'm no pilgrim, who ftom 

Has come to tell my story in thy lltfbl " 

Nor a paladin for conquest and for ddqfis 0 
Whose bugle bom awakes tli$ mom 
With a war-cry which the fair ones 
fear. 





My band bolds neither staff nor lai^ee Wltldd Ilf 0(kpl^faitg^6f 
Nor do I wear the knight’s long hs^. 

I have no hnmblo rosary, nor swqjp 
And if I blew a bugle-blast the menqr 
At the feeble sound extracted woidd laHj^ed At tne end 
jeered. 

4 

Fm a sylph, an airy being, who is lessr then pocFs dreaming, 

Son of the r ascent apiingtidc, and a eldld of rising mom, 
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A guest of cosy hearth fire a hen the winter clouds arc streaming) 
A spirit that tiio light sboas on the pearly dew drop gleaming, 

A dweller in the ether, of all visibloucss shorn. 


This 0 Ye a happy couple .vero with solemn voices talking 
Of that etonial fiame which bums within the human breast. 

I stayed my flight to listen. Ere they started homeward walking, 
lliey hissed and oaughi,my wing, and thus, my fuithcr progreiss 
' , hattShfngi 

ftiey kept me till ^twas far too late to seek my lose and rest. 

Aina 1 aSts I my rose is closed, 1 may not reach my dwelling. 

Oh^ Open to mOt Ch4telaine 1 take pity upon me ' 

Beeeite is ^ild of sunsbino, for the night fog’s upwmd welling > 
bed rjl lie so light, my presence nc\er telling , 

Yofil'a waken and you’d wonder whore this little sylph could bo 


My brokets all have followed with the light that has depaitcd, 

Or the hMxa of night which softly all the blades of grass bedew; 
iPiSf thmn flbieitf horrid ehalices, the lilies, kindlydicarted, 
HdlMr<iOpeMd, blit alas, alas 1 my oiforts have been thwarted, 
now my hopes are centred, Lady Chatelaine, m you. 

liiStien fXt me, maiden; of the night-tide I am fearful 
ft shadow, as if in a monster net, 

Aimik^||lMom white and pallid, among ghosts that arc un- 

Ambnjj/^dcmcms Loll can’t number, but of which it’s ucnily full, 
And which haunt the gravo-^ards, and with th ugs< 

^ HmM horrid yet 

This is iho vmy moment when the solemn dead arc dancing 
'With loitering foot, while over them the pale moon shows its 

11)0 hideous vampire round tim with a honid glare is glancing, 
Atf imssfl th« trembling sexton who is towards him slow advancing, 
ho draws into an open grave with fiendish-like grimace. 

^WlOrfOail block and hideous, with powder and with ashes, 
IJke gtumxes descend in hundreds Jto their deep and soundless 
pit 
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Tho sprite of stylo fautastio o’er tbc ruslica darts and flashvs ; 

Aud the liurniug salamander on the fresh wave sports and splashes \ 
While bluish dames arise aroundj and o’er the waters dit. 


Only fancy if a dead man, his lone weariftoss to lighten, 

Should enclose me in his funeral urn, alone among hts bones; 
Or if some necromancer, thinking I his coll might brighten, 
Should Giitieo mo to his tower, where the midnight sounds would 
frighten, 

And should link mo to his belfry With its sad, iU'dihifeiaieii lones< 


Oh, let Yoiir window open ! If away T now am drlven,'. 

1 must sock for some old bed of moss where low thw 
Where, if 1 daro disturb thorn, into pieces idvun. 

Oh, open ! for my words are soft like those by IbySr given 
So gently to his mibtrcjss, and a pure light dUs 

And then, T am so pretty 1 If you conjd h'uf .sbh - 

As they tremble in the daylight, so trans|>atent\a^ soj^ill 
I’ve tbe brightness of the lily of the land of ihS'Tll^nisti|j 
And the roses arc my sisters, but they also are my miolohs, '', 
And they quarrel for my radiance and the pei^nns 1 SXhkls. 

I should like as in a happy dream to place tnyse^ before ye^ 
Quito close to you (my sylphide rewBectS it vety'w^JJ^, , 

The butterflies liave lieavincss, and hukming<^biris nOglbVy, 
When clad in gorgeous raiment, like S king in S^tem stOry, V' 
I visit all my palaces, the flow’rs wherein 1 di^lh ,, , . 


I am cold and vainly weeping, for tbe frost is voy ehiUing ; 

If only I could offer you a bribe your borne to ope. 

To give my golden corolls and my dew-drop I’d Iw wdlhig j 
But I, alas ! have nothing, so my anguidb is killing, 

For cacli sunshine gives and robs me, too,.of wbat might make 
me hope. 


What will you, that while sleeping, I should bring you as a present? 
A fairy’s scarf % or pinion of an angel from above ? 


D 
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Vuur night 1 will moke lovely, ere the pale moon hides her crescent, 
With thoughts of what the day will bring of all that’s bright and 
pleasanti 

And beauteous dreams of heaven will pass to softer dreams of 

love. 

0 vij^n, do you fear lest in the gloom of night perfidious 
The voice that now is speaking might the Chatelaine deceive ; 
That the wand’ring sylph is trying by a stratagem insidious 
To betmy a gentle maiden 1 Nay, the very thought is hideous ! 
-If I had hut a shadow I would flee it, I believe. 

He we|>t—but all at once before the ancient bell was pcaliug, 
There came a voice—a ghost, no doubt, that spuke in quid ay; 
And forth upon the balcony a lady’s form came stcalijig, 

But what she said, or what she did, there's no means of revealing, 
Or if she let her lover in, there’s none of ns can say. 

OOH.VIPJ XljTC'llKI.r.. 

THE LOVEH’S WISH. 

Ot£ 1 were I the leaf.that the wind of the West, 

His course through the forest uncaring, « 

To sleep on the gale or tlie wave’s placid breast 
In A pendulous cradle is bearing. 

All fresh with the mom’s balmy kiss would 1 haste^ 

As the dew-drops upon me were glancing, 

When Aurora sets out on the roseate waste, 

?And round her the breezes arc dancing. 

Op the pinions of air I would fly, I would rush 
Through the glens and the valleys to quiver; 

' ]fast the mountain ravine, past the grove’s da'amy hush, 

' JiXiA the murmuring fall of the river, 

. By Isho darkening hollow and bramble-bush lane, 

," To catch the sweet breath of the roses; 

PsH the.laud would 1 speed, whore the sand-driven plain 
’Neath the heat of the noonday reposes. 
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I*ast the rocks that iiprear their tall forms to the sky, 
Win nee tl»c storm-fiend his anger is pouring; 

Past lakes tJiat lie dead, tho’ the tempest roll nigh, 

Anci tiie turbulent whirlwind t>e roaring. 

On, on would 1 fly, t ill a charm stopped my way, 

A ' h.jrru that would lead to the bower 

Wti.'!4’ ti e da\ight.er of Araby sings to the day^ . 
h t the dawn and the vesper hour* ,; 

Then hovering down on her brow would I 

’Midrti her golden tresses entwining; . , ■ ' ' 

I'hia gleam like the com when the fields are bright, , , 
And ihe sunbeams upon it shining. 

A single frail gem on her beautiful head, I. ^ V ^ 

J should sit in the golden glory; 

And ]>roudcr I'd be than tho diadem spre^ad 
Hound the brow of kings famous in etory. 

V.'— 


TliK LOVK-DAWN, 

1 / ;,v. such of sense is youns to ' 

Mph’s soulfc : your song’s eo prose, and, when yon danirc, , 
jlcarts so for bliss beat higher ; 

S.. '..vely is Mie light no summer skies ' • 

. . • '*ui The dnw of pity in your deep eyes, b-' 

Uf 'ove the sunnier fire,— 

** ' ' 

That when you deign, young Star than hoayen’s more bright, 
To* lighten with one glorious smile the night 
^Vhosc shadow round us clingeth, 

As in the forest dark the bird ere mom, 

A tender thought, in bowers yet darker bom, 

Trembles, till blithely it singeth. 
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Too holy art thou, lofj heavenly sweet to hear it 
An angel-woven veil ciih'hh thy spirit, 
liove soon shall <lraw ai>art j 
And then, ns now, the angel watching thco 
Will smile liOve’s rosy blush of dawn to see 
In iho pure heaven, thy heart! 

N. 11. Tycrman. 


«LAST NIGHT.” 

Lastt night, which deep midsuimnor lustrously 
Gemmed, with its countless stars seemed uortiiy thee; 

So hdy its hush, its breath so amorous! 

So softly it lulled all sounds, all griefs, &slcc[> 

With dews from infinite heaven that yearned to weep 
Upom the flowers and us! 

Nigh thee I stood with joy's bright fires fullillod, 

Vast with thy starry soul my soul was thrilled. 

l^Otlianoed, I gasod on oue so pure, fair ' 
\V1ttle^4hough no wing of word clothbd then thy tlmught, 
The tender love-dream from thy heart's bower sought 
My heart, to nestle there. 

And X bleirt God, whose infinite grace am I power 
the night and thee such light could shoncr, 
Otimiing mine eyes such loveliness to sec : 

^ Konght holier or more beauteous hath Uc made 
Ini earw nr heaven than night thus star-arrayed 
I on one like thee I 

Oh I by the faith love taught, Him let us bless. 

The world He made and thy rare loveliness: 

He hath touehed my hewt, enraptured my dim eyes. 
*Ti« He whose smile shall make all mystery clear,— 

He, who now makes thine eyes more glorious here 
) Than stars in %'ondcr skies! 







’Tib Gi)d who gives foi bfiirit to all things low, 

As wings to bear the body of a dove I 
’Tis He who veils bright day with lovelier uight: 

'IVlio on tiiy form, O sweet, which 4 adore, 
lleauty us from a bnmming cup doth pour,— 

On my fond heart delight 

Give love ubtdtng plaeo ! Oh 1 love, 'tis all 
Tluit one legiets, that one would fain recall 
When youth a ith all its joys no more is seetk 
Loveless, caith s proudest beauty Scarce could move, 
tlio brow, but the brow’s crown Is love-*«- 
Ciomi thto my bpirit’s queen I ^ 

0 sweet, believe me, what fulfils a soul 
Is not a little gold, a little dole 
Of glor^',- ^nst pride stirs on fields of fight ^ ^ 

Kor mad ambition, buihler of vain visions 
Soon to be scattered with wild winds’ derisions 
From the dull dioanicr’s sight: 

No, no ! man’s soul ih set on bett^ thingi|i*M>* 

Thought blent with thought, as hand in hand Uiat oltiig-i, 
Joined lips who&o kisses were but sighs apart; 

And all the dews of love that bathe love’s fire, 

And all the man led music of that lyre 
Whith vibrates in the heart! 

Nought is there ’neath the sky which la itot 
With a aw'cet haunt, a dear and uwred nest 
Wlicicto one aye returns though fsr one roVe; 

The fisher hath his barque, each bird its hrshCj 
Eagles the mountain, swans the placid lake,'-^ 

While loving hearts have love f 


N. R. Tvkkmav. ' 
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SONCJ. 

If there be a sweet meadow 
Where jieaven rains delight, 

Where Juno-shine or March*shadow 
Gives z(mt flower to sight, 

Where one may call the slender 
Lily, the hedge-row splendour,— 

0 might 1 there but tender 
Fit path for a foot so white Y 

If there bo a heart beating 
For love and lovelier Right, 

The step of Dhty greeting 
Without one throb of fright; 

If this high heart beat ever 
Thus, in most high endeavour,— 

0 take thou from it never. 

For mine, thy brow so white ! 

If there be, sweet with roses, 

A Iove4ream, which, each night* 

And each brief day, discloses 
Some hidden bloom more bright, 

A dream which hetfven blesses, 

Where sonl loved soul caresses,-— 

Leave me earth's wildernesses, 

Nest then thy bosom white > 

N R Tyebmaw. 


*»THE DAWN-GATES OPEN” 

TJS^ daim*^tes open, still thy gate 
Is shut I 0 Sweet, why dost thou sleep Y 
Thy sIsteiNrose smiles; wilt thou wait, 

Knowing that if thou wake not, she most weepY 


MORE STRONG THAN TIME. 


0 my loved One, 

Hearken me 
Singing, weeping, 

But for thee !* 

All things at thy gate are singing: 

Lut' dawn ttille: ** 1 bring tbs day,*’ 

The bird: All melody I*m britlf^ng.^ 

My heart—lovo, lovo, is all its lay I 
0 my loved One, 

Hearken me 
Singing, weeping, 

But for thee 1 

Oh 1 I wun^hip, I approve thes 
Such, that verily God ssetns 
To h. >' given me spirit to kve tbss 
Only ; sight but for tAy besnsi I 
0 my loved One, 

Hearken me 
Singing, weepmgi 
But for thee t 

%U*TmiiUX* 



MORE STRONG THAiS’ TIKBi 

SjNci I have set my lips to your fiill sup, my swset^ 
Since I my pallid face between your han^ havOSaid, 
Since I have known your son), and all the bloom of it, 
Ai^d all the perfume ngo, noV^tniried in tbs libads; 

Since it was given to me to boar one happy whiles 
The words wherein your heart spoke all its mysteries, 
Since I have seen you weep, since I have seen you smile, 
Tour lips upon rny lips, your gsse upon my eyes j 
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Since I have know n upon my foi’ehorul glance and gleam, 
A ray, a single ray, of your star, veiled always; 

Since I have felt tiie fall upon my lifotimo’s btrenm 
01 one rewe petal J>luckc*d from the robob of >’our day-j; 

X hoir am hold to say to the swift-ebanging hours, 
PasB^pasii upon your way, for I grow uc\ or old. 

jp^eo to the dark abysm with all }our fadin t floweis. 

One rose that none may pluck, within my hcai t 1 huld. 

Your ^dug wings may smite, hut they can ntver spill 
The cup fulhlled of love, from which my li[ s are wet. 

My heart has far more hro than you have iroat to chill, 
My soul more love than you can make my soul forget. 

ASDltKW L\nq. 


SONG. 

Since each soul hero below 
Takes and returns 

Terfume, or fires that flow 
From 8ong*B bright urns ; 

Since here each simplest thing, 
At even or morn, 

Lends unto Love’s wist spriin* 
Its rose or thoim; 

Since April to the frees 
Gives sweetest sound, 

As night to weariness 
Slumber profound; 

Since to thft bran<^ the wind 
Give** the blithe bird; 

Since dawn leaves dew behind 
1’ the flower scarce stirred; 

Since when the wave no more 
Strivis, faint for bhas, 




SONG. 


Yet, dymg ujwu the ahoie, 

(jivcb one last kiss; 

I give thoo at this hou^ 
liOw-boaed o’er thee, -• 

Tliat tiling uf lioliest poiirer 
I have lu mo I 

TAt then, 0 take my thought, 

\\ Inch, h.id aparti 

Ah a dew uf tears is brou^t 
To thy glad heart! 

Take then oach spceehleis yow^ 

O my most sweet I 

The shadow on my brow, 
the dame more fleet 1 

My transports filled with fii^ 
Coiiisuiuing wrouga, 

And all caressiug ofaoirs 
Of weak-winged songs 1 

My sonl which in midnight 
A frail balk strays, 

M ith one w^le star in idgbjfcr-* 

Thy Steadfast loco f 

My muse, whieh silent hours 
Rock softly and dream, 

Which, veiled with thy heart-showers, 
Doth seldom besm! 

Take then, 0 dearest, best, 

0 beauteous One I 

This heart where nought could rest, 
laivc being gone 1 

N. R. Tvehmas* ^ 
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M y THOUGHTS. 

# 

IAut do I drtMiro oft Far from the low roof 
WlKnn} now 70 gA'Oi children, 1 dream of you; 

Of jjfOQt young heads that are the hope and crown 
Of ^y full summor, ripening to its fall; 

Bfnnohes whose shadow grows along my wall, * 
Sweet souls soarco open to the breath of day, 

StDI dassled with the brightness of } our daw'n. 

} dveam of those two little ones at play, 

tdie threshold vocal with their cries, 
ieaiS) half laughter, mingled sport and stiife, 
v«|4hu two flowers knocked together by the aiiid. 

<3^ of the elder two—more anxious thought— 
BreiMdiDg already broader waves of life, 

A eoniolouS innocence on either face, 

<11^ pon^ve daughter and my curious boy. 
r do t dream, while the light sailors sing, 

At ItMi moored beneath some steepy shore, 

^ ^ waves, opening all their nostrils, breathe 

eco'Seents to the wandering w«iul, 
iK^tbe whole air is full of wondrous sounds, 

sea to strand, from land to sea, given back— 
Alorie ami sad, thus do I dream of you. 

ChUdren, and house and homo, the table set, 

^ tW idoving hearth, and all the pious care 
mother, and of grandsire kind; 

»Alld whUo before me, spotted with white sails, 
Bmpid oueau mirrors all the stars, 
while the pilot, from the infinite main, 

^ IAqIqi with calm eye into the Infinito heaven, 

'" % dreaming of you only, seek to scan 

all my soul’s deep love for you— 
liQi^ sweet, and powerful, and everlasting— 

And find that the great sea is small beside it 

Dvbtin Vniversifjf 
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LOVE’fcs TIlE\C’HEHOUS POOL 


Ukvr Child, at iir»t dear lovo '9 a mirror bn^t 
Wlieioo’er fau aomea bend wtt]| f<md 4elighi 
For bold 01 timorous ; 

With bcaveuly beams eaoh heart il doth 
M iknig all good things lovelier, all thi]i||s ill 
I'r >ni the laptKoul erasitig* '* 


Then ono bends nearer, *ti8 a podi f #«lUid 
A detp ab}sm * and dinging handa 8*0 faitt ** 
'i Q luuks frail flowers are oroKming ^ 

Chaiming is lo^c, but deadly * Fear' it, 

In a liver fust the foolish litdo l00t 

]>ip then a fair form’s drpwilhlgt '' 


GUTTAU SOm 

“ How, how, how,** aalcedh^ 

“ O’er the water-way ’ 

Floe false siren’s tayf*' 

» Uoa, ro% ruwl** 

** How, how, how,** adked he^ 

"Lull for ever and aye 
Soi row and drear dismay f ^ 

** Sleep, sleep, sleep 1 ** said she^ 

“ How, how, how,** ashed he-^ 

« Make ono lovely 
Mine for ever and aye!** 

“ Love, love, love f ** sighed she. 

N. U YlBtaiAK* 
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“OH, WHEN I SLEEP” 

Qm ! when 1 eloop, eonjo tenderly, sweet, 

As Laura to Pctraroli at evenin'' 

CaBDe smiling, luul, passing, 0 bid out bieaths m<'ct. 
Hy mute mouth, 0 most sweet, 

Suddeu shall sing I 

Tenderly o’er my wau forehead, 0 sweet, 

Bow thee ; so surely the dunk-wnigod dieam 
^lall fade ns a vapour a stai’s looks inctt. . . 

Atid my dream, 0 moat sweet, 

Sudden sliall beam 1 

Then bow thee nearer, more tenderly, sw cet, 
Idght^tream of love whouco angels might si ikc 
l40Te4hir8t,x~nay, woman t and with a kiss greet 
Ife I. . . . and my soul, 0 most sweet, 

Budden shall wake I 

N. K. TyiHM\N 


THE LADY-BIRD. 

** All! ” die said, ** what can it bo 
Fhlgets met"! looked, and lo 1 
, On W dimpled seek of snow 
Lady-bird couohed amorously! 

Twas my duty-—but ’tie known 
At dxioen one tinud is— 

On her mouth to see the kiss, 

lotting lady-bird alone. 

\ 

tAdy-bird shone like a shell, 
SiKcklcd o’er with black and rose. 
All the song-birds on the boughs 
'Whist to BOO what then liefell 



,-1 ll'JlA' TO THE WOODS, 


Mouti) bonincd like a rose in May. 

Ah, the sweet one never stirred^ 

While I caught the latly-bird,—• 

Let the kisa % far away! 

' "t /V 

Ladj^-bird said, cto $he ; 

Son, let this a leston 
Clod must make poor b0jKgiir, ,|f|^j|lii^ 
Tired of making 




V 




A'WALKTOtHE 

I 1)11) not think at oil 
\\'alking with Rose to th© 

Many a chat did she pr6po»©#'*‘:C|r;i 
Hut lituu enough had I 

^ '■ \ V 

- ; ,'i' 

Cold was I even as a stone! ' 
Str<»lliijg along with ea: 

Of flow'rs, trees, spoke l iia' 
lior bright eyes scented t^i 

Its pearls the dawn-dow 
And the hushed copses.© 

I henrkoned tuiK^s cloni! 

Hose only heard the nlg^ 

t '' ' 

I sixteen years, and air niprcii© 


Twenty she, with s| 



Amorous nightingales 
Shrill ouzels mocked mo 




Rose, on slender limbs 
Stretched forth her /air lirim«^9uiT^i^y 
To pluck a ripe fruit earthward weighing,---^ 
And her white a«n I did not see. 
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A biooklet tinkled clear and snect 
Among soft mosses ’neath the ticcs, 

Slowly the heart of nature beat, 

The hushe^ woods felt not any breeze. 

Bose took off her dainty shoe, 

A And plashed, with pretty pouting air, 

^ Her snowy foot in waters blue,— 

Abd, ah i I saw not her foot bare. 

X knew not what to say at whiles, 
l^till fallowing her in solemu guise, 

Often seeing her dreamy smiles, 

And hearing often her soft sighs. 

How f^jtr dhe was 1 did not sec. 

Till tripping forth from tiic wood wa}, 

^ m think no more of it l ” said she 
Sinnh wl^o I think of it alw.iy 
I N 11 TlkERMAN 


A?T£E THEOCUIirs 

lUaa'VOOf', bsxe hrows^ with wind and waters bland 

* Kitjeed, she eat them among tllb n v cr reeds; 
tXeming her some princess from faerylaiid, 

mntYhnredi **Wllt thou wander through the mendsl" 

* f 

eib me with that supremo regard 

Iwlght beauty makes its conqueror quake; 
s ***51s Love’s montli; across the sward 
/ ^ the 40iip woods wilt thou our wjy wo take?” • 

Wpy ^frass she dried her feet; 
tooked my licart through yet a second time,—- 
cSowfOgihe while, for sportive, pensive-sweet. 

Oht how the woml-bitds thou gold''n chime 



YOU HAVE NOUGHT TO SAY TO ME,^ 
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How amorously on banks waim wavelote purl I 
Through flowciuig reeds, white brow and bosom bare, 
Coming toward mo 1 saw tho wild sweet ^rl, 

Her hair in her eyes, and laughing through her hsir. 

K. Tnumjkif, 


“ALL MY VEltSjES.*^ 

A1.1 my vcncs, fund frail ihlng^i ' 

Tow ird thy bower would Aim iaw^j 
If inj verses had but win@H^ 

Wing of bird, or wing 

Flimo't, with fitful fluttCidngs 
Towaid thy hearth they’d 
If my verses had but wingfr^ 

Wing '* bird, or wing of i^iirih j 

* i 

Hound thee aye, in faery rings ^ 

Would they circle, bright I 
If nl^ VO!SOS lud but wingeh-<» 

\f ing of binl, or wmg of Lof#) 

«IF YOU HAVE KT)UGHT BAY fO , 

If you have nought to say t(r ’ 

Why do }ou come so ?e*y tlSgtt 
Why do you smile so tenden^l'^^ ^ 

A smile a king’s heart If#JWt 

If you have nought to say to 
Why do you come so very nsedtl 

^ yon ha\c nought to tell to me, 

Why do you hold mo by the hand ♦ 

Of the hei\tnh (biL..in} that dwells with thee 



rOlMS BY VICTOR I/UOO. 


by I-ovc'h own iswcct couuaand, 

If yoti h,i\u nuught to tell to iiio, 

Wlty do )ou bold lue by the hand { 

If you will that I part from thee, 

\Vby do you pass so often here 1 
I see yott over tremblingly— 

^TlS my delight^ and ’tis tny fear. 

If you will ^at 1 part from thee, 

Why do you pass so often hero 1 

, h It. flLRMAN 


t 


AT EVKNING. 

Hr arm prosiad gently thy form, slight 
And aopplo as the slender reed, 

Thy ^ireet heart quivered, even as might 
% hirdVi wing freed. 

Song while silent, wo beheld 
Thh day from heaven softly moM* 

What then our trembbng souls iulhllcd ? 

Level <mr love 1 

Even as an angel that grows bright 
And thou didst gaze on me, 

TiU thy star-looh shone ^mid my night 
Too sweet to see, 

N. R. TicnMvs 


THE LOV&SONO. . 

t 

f ^ ^ i 

0 omne! an unseen flute 
fhlid the orchard-bowers is sighing ^ 
iA t the song that makes moat mute 
Is the ehepheni-song soft^dying. 
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IJrec/t s tho elm vino-clwl, 

tJontly fiet the nvcr-shadows.— 

Ah ’ the song that makes most ^ad 
Is tho bird-song from Iftm meadows* 

Be no care in thy bright breaiit 
‘ Ijot us lovo ♦ Ay, lofe lor mwsf 1*** 
Ah 1 tho song the loveHsst <- 
Is the love-song sdonoed imwsv* 


WHISPEKS FROM TO3B SHAIOW# ' 

*> 9 

‘She said ; “ ’Tis true, I am wrong to wjhll 

Even thus tho silent hours pm ‘ 

Still art thou thci my eyes aye gm 

Watching tho heavenly thou|^ta mhm M «ad die. 

“ To 800 theo IS delight ’ Do I see 
\Pi without doubt oven now, ev«tt AS ^Is^ ^ t 

I watch, to * over} jum of thmo is kxmwaeiejlll^ < ^ 

Li'St bouie lutrudt r mar thy poet*loiliidhim* 

h *V 

* 

“ I make me very small and still bfliMA * * 

Ah I thou art my strong lion, and f 

I hear your papers rustle till the IMpll^l^nd Sfidttli (jirdet i 
Sometimes )cwir ix-u will fall—'tl| \ 

« Without doubt thou art mmej withWttl«nh^t|^ 

High thought IS a strong wine 

I know , but still I wish thou wodld'hi Pwt, 
When thou art bnned deep thus Igakl^.pf^^ #hhte 

“ nvenmg, and ne’er wilt raise thine h«jt4 nog'dfld Wt^ Sficak, 
A shadow steals withm my loving heart of heart; 

And that I may ^ec thee completely, Pin so weak, 

Thou must nce<is, now and then, see mr npon thy jiart ” 

N. R Tvbkuav 





POEMi> h I VICTOR HVGO 


UNPEil THE 

T 011 Y watidm'd hnnd in hand; iMth daiiti’s «.iy 
Tb® harniv \^«od» wore etirrcd , what timo alone 
twain delightea in a tcnderei ivay 
Faint forest leaves ’ncath which their boulb had gioaii. 

Of iiilitttde all amoi^jas hearts aro fain \ 

Th0«e lovers Mt the leaves ahovo them sfinod ; 

Andi jfoaring to give aught m nature pam, 

X>rp|^ 'otong the flowers heueath somo flo <>1 oft a 01 <1. 

8he Imew all names of flowers on lawn and h 1 
That bloom, delights of sun and dew to ptove ; 

81i« taughtdiim them as truly a^ murht 1 1> * - 
Then, Ifluidiing, asked : “Now tell mo, dau, of lo\e «’* 

**0 Sifeet^ to telH iny love I am afraid ; 

Look at me now, thoult read it in mine c}i ” 

She nmaed eiah hiai^y bloom in enn and bhade, 
KxjaoUmilnjgl' aprhag vitli blushes, kuhscs, sijrh^ 

A 

O flfflda that vmra as heaven to him that hum, 

0 saered tmods in May’s and I^ove’s cuntm], 

l^nehed perfhme of your flower on flower, 

Djruflk with fltm perfume of a woman’s soul' 

tf 

Kight sidle npofl the woods; in silSnee thero 
They Imgend i ‘^he murmured: “ Listen, swei t * 

A star in heaven ay* blooms for thee—my jirayer, 

My love f<W thee aye flowers beneath tin feet.'’ 

'* 2^. Ik TliLnMAN. 


SONO. 

Fate, whatsoe’er it shall be, find thee over 
i Strong* May to-morrow be sweet as to-day' 
tiiy soul, 0 beloved, may the »lark waves never 
Of bitter unebhiug discouragement weigh; 
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Neither languor, noi au^uigh of hearts tlist break 
11c thine, nor that dubt which alt silently shake 
< >ti a pide l^nt brow no soft palm doth caress 

'J ho u j aingb of {orgetfulncss 1 

» 

O thou aliom I worship, let bum Ittll Isr 
The songs m tho depUi of wf in choiir t 
Tii\e for great nature, for heaten,) and hta I 
Tjct suHtring but kindle love's inexedeif t 
Aftei all heart son owe, let enter thy ibia|t v 
1 air dawn, night’s danght^i sweet 
All the starshiuo which m thedeM Mth part, 

All smiles that shimmer thtini|^ fesid^htt ta^ 1 

I 

LOOKING ON THE EVinnlW4fKt,»'‘'1 ' 

Slip bp (kc to mo, one even, with 

’ Dear, why dobt thou regard a0 OOiahKtht^ 

Kignt’s githt ling glooms, or the dee, 

Di the gvid Htai whu h up the east lieiiVed^flpat 
\\ h It do rhmo ejes aliove f tliey aie ifip paj^ t ,> 
lie blind to heaven, and gase ^ 

“ From yon vast heaven, deep shade AiatdtM bllsa 
\\ Inch doth ^om afbadfait gtamhhd 
\\ hat learn }oit that is worth |ov£|E^jpt||te I 
\\hat wmyou tint is worth one 
Oh » from my soul the virgin-veil 
Tf >ou but knew what myriad sia<h» th^hlseef 

What myriad suns 1 Scest thou, whdnrdj^ thrlQs 
To spirit, all dull ^thoughts hrigltt Moom io dtilna 
Devotmn, which irradiates rugged hdfSii 
Is one With Venus shining en the hlDls. 

Nought 18 you buniidlcN) ap.iire,>^hearken me* 

SwcH^t^—my soul’s hcaicn is yet mote heavenly * 
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f&ir to see a bright star bloom aboYO; 

Iq tills dull world most beauteous things arc bom; 
|U>4« iure lovely, lovely roseato mom; 

Bttt ziotiiing IS so lovely as to love 1 

The hollsst flame and the eerenest h^t 

Xe the fay hrom soul to soul that flashes bright 1 

love !s o( more worth than in the sky 
^ ThMe ^rojudroua staia which still your fond looks scan. 

Ij^mwhlg wlMtt ihiog is better for frail man, 

Ooi sets the sky a&r and woman uigh: 

To thimii whose souls yearn toward hts sombre heaven, 
Ife salth: *Boh«ild what else to you is given! ’ 

** To love hi sn i Ood takes therein delight. 

I^vo you <kr hoavsn with ail its chilly glory,— 

' And tiwm W^ft had la twain eyes that adore thee 
More wostth Ot hsauty^ and more wealth of light ' 

To ]o;sh% to ImI# dream, and undeistand; 

The tendeieit beast throbs to the heart most grand. 

4 

*'Oeme, my hdoved I Hear’st thou while wandering 
Among tho woods a harmony most strange { 
t KaturS) sroond ns then doth change 

To a im ho|^ loves to slug i 

Oome} Bet us Stpy vdth close^nlinki^d arms. 

BrOam not cl heavon t l*in jealous of its charms: ” 

ted *ift the mien I love, 

$iy dearsifli On# In such wise whispered low, 

^ l^miingttlMmkorSfAsIl white hand her bin 
.|jloahH||jht sngqlbending from above: 

' ^ beaoteoil% and with tender tone, 

Vn wise whispered low my dearest One. 

W ' 

tlhur IbSfWti vibrated; with the setting stm 
C fl oee n ea t led all the drowsy little binK .... 

Whal have you done, O trees, with our fond words t 
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0 rocks, with our soft sighs what have j^ou done) 
Alas ' how drcaiT is tuan’s destiny* 

Since like the bitter do the sw^t djtys fleet 

0 Moniorj" ♦ Treasure 111 the gloom 1 

Suruhre liormm of old thoughts Onoe v 
Of things oclipsbd foudIy<elierii^ed[ lighti) 

Fiuiit fix km 1114 of the hlgh'OVaiflshefl jh \ 

As oil the threshold of a saoied V < 

Dioannng thereof, the drear sodl dtd^j 

When for the beauteous dawn the 
Needs must 
When lippe’b 

Isetnpt,\, hurl it thou m ocean*^ DSlMKlk 
Oblivion ' ’I'ls the vyivcs 
Sink , the daik sea whore eaob cash* ^ 



.. « 1u 

one leave all though 
’b (loir cup, bright4&«i]C|it^ 
it thou in oceanVi l)Skaa0 »' u 


A LOVKSOK^^ 

li^thmi Wilt, well droam«Mtflil« 

Mount wc then two 
Tiiuult guide me, bat X Ml Mlb , 

Tobear/A<y. . . Ah HN I 

I'm thy lord, a«d yet tby ^ ’ 

Start! Eve stnil^ from he^Alk 
Mine shall Ik?, m the 

Joy, while thy steed st^ || ^ ^ . 

Oft wc’ll make their brig|lt W'iNi ' 

Not one star the twUight ^ 

Gentle are our steeds and 

Since for oats we glrS iliamllhNgiA 

Come! our steeds in wild en^vonr 
Stamp hoofs, and wild destros arfae; 

'Mid my dreams my steed's chime erer 
Thine make music in the skies. 
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Of s«>jOM I' ouc hath need ‘ 

Our Vows’ burden will we be ir, 

All our joys and woes indeed, 

And the dower of thy soft ban 

Come t ihe darksome e\cn st uns 
The oaks j the sparrow Inu^dis apai t, 

Hearing the sweet sound of the rhains 
Bound around my fond frail licait. 

Sweety it win not be my ci imo 
Tl the woods, the bills abu\e, 

Seeing us side by sido koop time, , 
Murmur not; ♦* Let ii«, too, love I ” 

Ccmie^ be tender 1 X am diownod 
In blise; the brakes are moist with dew 

Lb'i tbj^ tnreath wakes all around 

Buttles to follow you. 

# 

The dusk eayious bird of night 
Sedly opes one round fierce rje 

bowed over urns bumuK.l bnj;ht 
Jn sblilowy grots, seeing us ndu by, - 

Smile eiid whisper; ** Do we Urcani ? 

’Tie X^der with his sweet. 

Ustming to their words* clear nireaui, 

** Lo^ ottf wetor wets our feet I" 

Bide we thrOiigti the forcst-iught i 
Dawn shell wreathe our lifted brows: 

Thou be rich, while I in miglit 
£zQel,*~Hiuch difference Lovo allows 

Bide we, ride beyond dull ewth 
On our dream-stoeds wwiffc and f ,ir, 

Through the azure, ’mid th»» mirth 
Attd mjBtcry of Love’s fields of air» 
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\\ e \m 11 1 » lit l>j ilip 10111 side 
\t nn urn , tho host ^^o’^ pay 
ith lh^> hinile of n maidou biido, 

Of u w holtti n»y tlood du> 

'Ihuu l.i Ul\, 1 thy lot<il 
t ««n , in} he irt i-s dajwd with 
( Dtn , mil Ml* p*oo tho 8W)lv#^ 

1 ^ tl we this Uh* to tii6 41^night I 

K. % T)!8&irAM. 


VkIsTuPHANKSL 

4t. 

‘t snni tlic willows to luui Iro young vitglnA 
\V vlk , rom d baio hhonldois oluster golden<OWKhl| 
rhi. un]>h 11 on w i hi own cannot prein 8 illt> 

H jn 11 f 111 Min d< ns tomes, a slackening 

\ii 1 Mift w 1 1 “ IT 111 Ml nalouh ! ** while tb# Xm^i^ 

\wiiK< nc(l h} 1 ho 111 icKiiit^ laughter of birdei 
111 the no '^>11'' ‘ luoivutLi t»ikc glad part} , 

limeith tin io\ily h'wnrhs so many ewedte r 

\n« suati hul, tin unphoi v icaoliqe UotnO 
riu t?raud no, gl nv in^ '^iiaipl} o*Cr thmd ehe 
(Jiiimbles “ M hat l»aM Uiou done, wlio hgth oitlght thjr hand, 
'rimt all the water on th* w ly i» epdfct" W 

rUo inaulen answois ‘ I know not/* Wtd dfea te e. 

What time tin tool hill aliidow m the maade 
IjCugthciiB, m 1 t imts a fu »H oouud nf whO^Si 
’’i 13 aweet to dioiiij of •ic’itunea atoTisiHirteotli 
And to prepare one’s aoul for future days, 

Tw by the lirtlo ho to\ets, less ho ktiowe, 

A nun’s most w i'* . Li t\ lo^ c * T>Wi»e to epting j 
iU the small vulk} bl »oins nur taoul* aro athT’od, 

I’y bounteous April ai d w imi nests ncef dull} 

1 h’ inMtiiig inos% the ro^V pirfunic sweet, 

And the awisit siluice of tlie wdd wood wav 
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Fftir women, minjLjhug voices, to thoir lionics 
Beturu, but at tho door somo stay to talk. 

Wife, of thy hualmnd speaking ill, take heed,— 

7’hy baby-boy regards thuo with wide p^ es. 

Muses, retere w« Pan, tho ivy-crowned ! 

Is, Ih TiEHMAX. 


' THEOCUITL'S.* 

0 UPiWt Oltl^ Lovo, tho smallr'st god, 

But mightiest ^ dire ut heart yet isidi'tut soided \ 

Fatal Kis^thoi^ht, his utterance hones sweet! 

At nrhiles <txi^ Audit him cradled 'inong deep niDsx, 

Fearful at^htKulBag, with bright tlosvers at [day , 

Ko ircird, hit tdth believes he ; wdd sweet criO'. 

And teum are mingled with his trui;tu juy 
Haia the meadow wakes, the geoigie he. 

LoyealWaj^ weeptog, triumphs everywhere ; 

WbmiKh la trustful of the boy g^xl’s kiss,— 

It Imooth as maiden's are his lips. 

Jttialco ^ly flounces damp in me i low grass, 
tliou at oarly thiwu 1" 
Lydhl^^fleaA^*^1^0t direful fate 1 yield j 
I }<^ and go Damoetaa to waylay; 

Tin fall dtulc mren fondly stdl ^ stay,— 

Till H tlie Sutd olm 'tis almost mght. 

And £mtp the fonotain leaps tho gicoD'cycd nymph.” 

«-*** Ah| % Ithmimetae! ^ Trembling, I adore him. 

1 catmob dull him ell the flow'ors at once, 

For one in eetnener blooms, in autumn one,— 

Bttt» oh I I love him*" “ Lyde, fear Astarte. 

Thy heart) e prey to sombre dreams, conceal.” 

1fht to her mother must the fond girl tell 
'Her loves at early dawn, when fades the moon, 

Aa 4« laughing, she awakes in her white bed. 

, X. R. Tyeruan. 
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MOSCtUTS. 

<) N\MriT‘', in the foiost fountum botho y&$tUl. 

1 he woods ue d iik lint though «brang9 tohi6« thrill 
Hull di [iths whence e^les tis^ thdip m||ht> 

Tlio d lb not of that drojir 

Cl St nidi h\ s\uit Nesura's loiTQliikeflp^ 

As 1>\ 1 Ai Y i i\ch stai the «K)Iu1xi!^ 

>i< jTi I s ‘ Ml, (t nih r uid pure, atid lt>f * ^ , 

Mill w SI t hi Oil 'h dsikiiug thickei4 «h« 

'llti humtnu'^'^ htis cease vaUey*hh)Cl(^ii(t|Mi|^ 

The w inti win 1 iu ts no lOQgO?Iftl^tlhl 4 

Wii It s nth the wind t and» uh ! b^9 

C h i Ik d, bhc s a flow er , buf^ X|0|li!l£ plj^ itwlf 1 ^ 

'I iu st ns ol hi n < u\ v the© mtm brilAH^ ^ 
liahin^, 0 ch isto one, with that VhgtXt 
Which with its boldness beauty bl«^ 
ith fob igc w 1 h in o < ho eye of 
buhtlo n I sw d r NI a M, well Hho httOW 
N^iniTis lu’ud, tuin 

^ * 

Foi me — lib, it .1 h inlei lot la minah^ r » 

Yet o’erni) head tin Mimmoraun 

Through liiikdl boa^dia of many ^ MS)f' 

Tht meadows, 1, the wc Ki«, the 

And ah » Nctera, love I, suubmoJliW t ^ 

Ajo unto Pan h soft pastoral ^ 

a 

Albeit witlun life’s shade, where oft IW^* 

Far, threatening discoida roll from 

Albeit across love’s heaven keen ligh&i>i|;«l ifllO^— 
While with their flishcs love's soft atnilotf ##*!l hkhten^-' 
Fcailcss at whiles to listen is't forbidden 
lictwixt two thunder peals an amorous flute! 

K. U Tilkmas. 
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IIAC’AN. 

If nil the things the fond soul drcnniH 
Into winged little lovov iiiiglit qiuxcr, 

Jdy voiceji which ’neath the stairy biMitis 
Ever i^irotb> sinkcih eror, - 

Which mingles in^ts hymn most ti luler 
Aetrea, J&os, Gabriel, 

Angete and gods, whose diverse sjilcndijur 
Ayo bhmds, by sovran love's bright 

(|!i(ike to leal-Oradlod nest-hroodn holding 
Sweet oDoverse with stiaugf* hghts nhir, 

Ever beneath ivarm |dnimige folding 
The bitNwwttUy tones uf star oa stai), 

BeMth yon slumbrous vault serene, 

WHh Jlttle airs to help its Uyiug, 

Beoeeth the stars, above the trciui,— 

Oiveet, In innoceut sleep soft sighing, 

thee my song would now be Winging, 

To ifoaoh thoe at rosy brc<ik of d ly . . 

J$ idl thejen^ one’s sonl is singing, 

' ICight bird^wings and flee away ! 

aV Ih TltUMAN. 


* n 

BEAG 5 IARGH VIS. 

To the WO^, the woods, 0 lovely pcasnnt-girls I 
Beside the iWhoso beasts of burthen are we, 
Tonr bonnetti dbeg, and make our hearts the baiiiit 
Ot your capiiees, tender, joyous, shy. 

’Tis Sandsy« Afar one hears the bagpipe sipieak; 
The wind delights to fret the dot‘ile roe is ; 
if#te in the fields—the order of day s signed “ Joy ! ” 
The hi^py birds, who pipe on quanor-davn, 

Shift homes as many times as seems them good; 

All trenibli’e; ne’er for nought the wi.>od-way8 thnll; 
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The j:roen forked houghs nbovo the homM fawns 
htir btealthily, let’s inirtaie the birds,'-^ 

Ah * the Muall robbers, hoa they glc^ in sin I ^ 

Ltt’s help the kcrehuf to make belt the tteokt 
Waiidt I mg like Ohloe and Daphne AfelikH* v 
Not always nmoceiit may mortals bd,<i—* ^ 

]>iit tilts htuu’s ouih> in the cistus then 

ill tno&s, i’ the grabs , this silly scAShM 

Love >—to tl* it gikiluful archly offer Ohlrssl'fiildL ’ 

^ijtie gn (u ni»* rm \ lows, since the tdcjf IS IbluCtii, > 

Let ^ Io\ e » Tlte idyll w ith big wovds iS iWtSej | ^ ^ 

Tl ijredv wise wo wtll not shout norirtaflli^i ,y ^ i •**, 
liut whispii all that whispctt in theiOtll 4 

AN'iniiS: cHfaiES. '• 

0 SwrET, the (li u mmg scandal of the hll<db } 

In trcLS, in flowcrt, in mea<)ows, *ineng |he^ 

Lilt hi sun-T i}H bathing eagles m the bllMij ^ 
Teiupobtuiins gaiety of the ncreids hais^ * 

Wide fioi£ifug foam, and dancing *jcnovli|p 
Whitenesses which make sailon t 

All glorious sports of goddesses A 

('’hoosing for concli the seas as thOtt 
All that plays on the lu>li^on, ^ 

H\t)> no more splendour than thy 

Thy hymn adds ev n to the ' 

Superb thou stamrsL Also Uiou * 

And on ni} knee wilt sit. I^yohe 
At whiles like thee assumes a haugh^^^ 

Then clings to the neck of the yoftoggplttei^ 
f*an,one strive long with lore f *1% he hmt 
To taste in the aims of a beloved 
What honey of heaven 0»)fl in His ereafurcb hiiiW; 

An angel 'tis to l»'. with manh desife. 

O Sweet, refu-e mo nought. Canst tiew be mean t 

K. 11. TiiSKUW. 
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«Nor A ^\nir sow do t < ajid” 

Kot ft ftint nrm do [ cate 
For tho bolu V or the sh tjih , 

II the qiioru b< dark nr fair, 

Kiug ruW well or til |>e tpk ^ 

^ Kmio mofw i^rnoHnit, 1 ow ji, 

U tho lord be piuud <.t k, 

If the imiieh parsott dio t* 

Potfgrel lAtitt or fjiootl <tro k , 

Ift bo ttmo for daiioc or a r < pn ' 

Ke«U be empty oi bntnaieil ib ive , 

Other oaree keep mt fmn ilet ptit^ 

I urn bead o’er bt cK to lott 

Itieten^ lime* mv troublous tirtiuit' 

*Tift tby titty foot «o uhtte 
o’er tho Itapp) 4^tn no 
l4gbt at bud ill huviiiti,; flight * 

llateik Jane, m} drxndbd puu ’ 

*Tbi that thus throitti;h Min and h aer 

M ttnaoeiDu resaetlei^i) <jfiain 
Dree* me nye to thy brt^bt b u 11 

% 

liMetlk iWh my aoiirce of eorroa ’ 

Tift thy rare »mtle« aU i\, 
hr%hther from to mom>u, 
ihil^ Btft ftom the bngbt tosiay 

t!luUsi» laxity my sottrce of pleaanie ' 
r ' *Vkf skirt’s smalleet floaei T prue, 

^ ^ far richer, Baeetor treasure 

Tbaa aU stars that deck the «kn s 


-N IL Tierman. 
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LOVM.Y SPOT." 

Tnn ‘•pot }<m make 
Hub tb'it 80 

IHH.UW to lu\c lu ivlo »tb iriuleU ftWMk 
\\ itU yuur Q\ Ob' mnocenk tewa fund 

hath jonr rosy flufth ctf ^ 

O Jane, }on prove the happ(f '' 

Ti at 111 all uaturu’a boauly and tCittib ^ 

Hath all yuui long a 

”■ 1 ^ 

N all ito girt>i this rale luMik 
For only >ou, m humble j, ^ 

'llitK I"! a hahf rtunwl youv bead-' 

OoiivertH each path to PnewdSlMkrv \ ^ 

hile mrt' ijtij <1 wtfodland tbltlilf* ; ' 

W ith awu(l< till/ dmm 
Knoaun? that tf \ou smile urein^ 

I tH .ui/« I '•act t lunl angel*inier 

O J lUi \ on lu 0 a J sweet, 80 ddbfV 

1 hat a hen \oti ro>e fhxm Woed»>ll^ef| ^eiitV 
Ih'twixt p<ou tr»»Miioualeejlle<f'|e^ ; , 

Mil ill lha t \ hf atla from taoM^ 

AN'«RV ROSX'I 

\ <!’ ar'^fi f Why tin** 
tlood lha\cnb » Im eause |i|0« 

Sueet words hid scarcely dU4lMl|;y r ^ 

. NVUtm 'lUKtottow ^ eftidU ^ 

FAch heart <\ci»cnds on tte own eerd; 

The ‘•kv'fi o’oic.i‘-t, tho sunbeaine $88^ 

Love#* hhe the an, a ft oJj«b word 
Ihirigs r.iin, when lovors disagree. 
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'Tig as nheu roving Uiiough the glade, 

Who^e leaves arc gilt by sun in June, 

We wttuclor tearless m the shade, 

Knowing the sun will shme touh soon 

51bough darkness tnay our steps o’cr^hnnid, 

And fi«roe and bitter blows the blast, 
ir«t gilver lining sheens each cloud, 

And soon the stoini is overpiist. 

David Toi mm 


FROM WOMAN TO IIFAYFA 

Tua stm^bohse of the bouh is vast, 

At Sint wa're oharmed, and then at last 
ConvinoadL Two worlds, they stand npait * 
l*hA last the mind, the first the heait. 

To lora, to anderstaud. The he \i t 
Stops the first, like buds th it ditt 
Through lowly vuney^, but the soui 
upward to the Inghci u >i! ‘ 

The iotor takee th^Arehangers phu'e, 

Mid then all Natmo s face 
Is instant ohaoged froip gloom of night 
To,da«dtng palaoe of dchgtit. 

LetlOISIf {lervade the whole earth tlirnigli, 
itven tOothe apiig bedecked with dew 
That fallen bee; for, wemdrous thing < 

It foStns a nest when comes the Spring. 

j 

Ibntw back the vml, and let u% ^ 

That blessed nest on woodland free. 

^ And that neat will become a lurht 
In foitst of the infinite. 


Dav id Toi viik 



REFLKOTIVE POEMS* 


THE DEAGON Fl<T, 

WiitM to avoid chill iOuOW* 

'rho gilded msiect takes Hr 
'I'on otton bl iinblo, btish 0^blk|K» 

U torn Its wuigs so {vail Rlidf 

I 

So \outii With all its strengib 
NV>l)»ng the swcftB on 


E 1. i * 

Ib'ti iNt*- a f \i%\ wouod 
Imh tlio gay Uowerir psf 


Vnr.LVDK TO “THK SONGS Ol^ 'UmWnt^ 

Jioa «lidl 1 note tlitc, hue of tVQHlHed y«a!FS» 

\\ hit h in uU ( lice iu ouv IHUd 
One << ii-lant O.ilight in the hsavim! 

One i niNt Hit taihght m t1i« mM 

» ^ < 

Cued, hojio, aiiluirwtion and dcRpttfe*, ' * 

Are but i nunghii^'. as of day aud . 

'1 Ik* globe, Mmound* d by deceptitra ah^”* I . 
all CUV* lu{ud m the same hslf*b||^'' 

And voice IS diMxJtned by the etestiag hmse; 

1’he sbcjvbcnl •> King, or uuddea's 1^ liRt tjower,* 
Mi’ios with lusthng of the 

Withm wbose bihagt is Inlted fHMt 

Yet .ill unde-' ’ The winding fiath that leads 
Tiiio fu Ids wl 'TP vr idun* meets the trav’lWs c) 
The nv< i’*- n n/ni. 11 nred with wavy reeds, 

Th#' Tonfllod .nit In mi, orlKiing to the sky ’ 
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The ivy smothering the armed tmscr; 

The dying wind that mocks tho pilots ra.i , 

The hndly eqiii|>age at midtnghi hour 
Draws into Uangor iu a fog the peer; 

ft y 

T}ms fotaries pf Satan or of Ood ; 

The wretched mendicant ab<>oil)od lu \\<<c; 

^The din of mnltitndes that onward plod 
The votoe ol conscience m the hc<u t below , 

W^veiB^ which Thou, 0 I^nl, aloiio canst &ldl, 
’ Th^ehifitsc pit J the streamlet on its way, 
that man projects, or sovereigns will; 

^ things inonimato might seem to say; 

r 

The tMn of gondolier slow streaming by ; 

Th« liv^y ^ks that o’er tho waters bound, 
times tiiat shake their foliage to the sk^ ; 

The wailing voice that fills the cots aiound; 


iUid inan> who studies with an aebing lu t— 

’FjCr now, when smlle^ are larely di omed suu cie, 
In tdun the sciatic bids his doubts dc] ui— 

1!3h)Se doubts at length will arguments ap]>uir! 


reader, know the subject of my song— 

^ h mysUc age, resembling twilight gloom, 

Whsfein wo smile at birtfi, or beai along, 

» Tmljk feioiselcss steps, a victim to the tomb t 

13, W. M. llr^NoLD'., 


JiARRIAGK FEASI’S. 

* « 

hall is gay with limpid Instre bright—^ 
The least to pampered palate gi\cs delight- - 
The sated guests pick at the spicy fwvl 
'Asid drink profusely, for the cheer is uood 
And at that table—whoic the wiw ue fcA -- 
Beth seses and all ages meet the view , 
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Tlio sturdy warrior with a thofUj^tiCul face— 

Tbe am’rons youth, the maid 
The pmttling infant, and ■ 

C>f second childliou<r^ pro 8 olj^fiai^*|i^;f^^^^ 

And tine most i^tuidv ia thai 
Are e’er tho young, or ol " ^ ^ “ 

Helmet and liauncr, omfi 
The lion rampaiit, and the; 

Tlic silver star tl»at glittery 
The arms that tell of 


Heraldic blazonry, aiicc»trld.‘||9^p^f^ 

And all iniuikimi invents 
The winged leopard, 

All these encircle 
Shine ou the ear[)Ct burying'', 

Ad<jru the dishes that ooiitalp. 

And hang iij.*>n the drapery,' 

. Falls from the lofty ceiling'to 
1’ill on tho floor its waving fr|n-««’S»iSsiiat^’S 
As the bird’s wing may sweep 

Thus is tlih banquet ruled by 
Since Light ami Noise are foreniijji|| 

The chamber echoes to 
Who throng around, each wiiltj 
Each seated on ftroiidTthrono^l 
Each sceptre holds its master 
Thus hope of flight were 
Where chiefest Ouest was 

The god-like-maliiug draught'tl&^fejjfifcl^PlI^: 
The Love—sweet 
Pleasure, mad daughter of 
Whose languid eye flames wbiS&; 

The gallant chases where a ^ 

By stalwart charger, to the soufl^ntg 
The sheeny silk, the bed of Icawes of rose, 
klado more to soothe the sight than court repose; 
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tz 


The lutgbty jmhices that laibe the eneer 
Oif Jealous i]^u(liCAUt8 and wi etches nc'^r— 

The spacious pork^ from which huiirun blue 
Arches oV altfbastcr statuen new, 

WiMhro Sitp«iatttlon still her walk will take 
\ tj5(ite soft pausls stealing o’er the lake— 

The inooeei^ modesty by gems undone— 

^ qualms ol judges by small bnb r} won 
"f)^ dread of obildx'eny trembling while they plu^— 
Ths of nmuartdiH, potent lu their sw ij 
The aotstd War struck by the culveiin, 

That smdmi lii hnusen neck through biittlc dm — 
Ths 

timm^Tssmit the guilty b( cd - 
Ths bapkal all ploasuio and delight— 

And *dl that lilm a town 01 imn ch< ki 
The gases with foul dust oi suiphni snu kc ^ 

If The budgMii prise for which leu thous nul b 1 1 
A Subtle hock, that evci, as they wait 
Catches a #eed, and drags thtui to tl»< » J vti 
tfldhn ^bimdugly Its golden vtiih s sf iiU , i 1 1 
l^nshnieats by which tlicM *,ui wti< ii! 
Ahtintih^ tdaves for lazy m isU i < n c 1 

ssrvod each one with wh it w im li ^ui« i 
^ hum, Wfho in a sombre sault Ul w 
^ the royal pig with peoples wt t, 

And giiip^ fidad went lubouimg till i it( — 

"^^Tha imnose albhsoust we know as Fate ’ 

ThiU etV3»gtisat might learn to suit his t istc, 
$thkd had CoUsmonce, real or mock i\ pi iced 
a guide who every evil spic'^ 
rpya] durses early pluck out both his cca^s < 


CRkl at the table there be all the great 
^lUThose lives are bubbles that best jo)s mil ite' 
Superb, maguifiient of revels—doubt 
fbat eagest lose their heads iii such a rout' 
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In the lun^ 1 iujfhtct, eeasoloes roaofting round, 

J<>\, nintii and ^loc give out a maeletrom’e sound| 
Vnd the nbtonished g.uor osmti lili oara 
AN htic c\’iy ejebUl ghetene in*fclie 

Ihit oil' ahile yet the singtug 
1 j jt tfiiliK of t hose without 
At \( t‘> hour when all are nnoat lu jUlff 
Vnd tin hid oichestra aiinull auiioy^ 

AN >( vot * ^^ 1 th jolhty a-tO|> 

AN itii fmthci ttpita adding to tlia 
Vnd uk lining; taiH>n the earNdx^ 

AN htu )>ooi folhb sfaro^hark tU 

s anu oni hinitcs ii>iuidl ;|7 on tkn 

N)tnc ouc heloM uill be ndiiutted 

Some one, 1h ugh not in\tted« Wh^ U(l^ ^ 

( lose not the d< 01 « A^mi ordeM 

T Imt stniiigi I t ntnrH to be kUOifU «»i 

(>i iiickI) 1 \i!« (lotheflni alieu 

I)< ath di 14s i\ -with hi$ prey 1S3tl|o t 

• 

'J hat frightful Hpi I tie piomenaiWflif 
And LdBts a glooin\ shadow oil ^ 

’>hoath which th(;y liciid like w£EklUii|ioll|i*» 

Kie bti/ing one the dunilic^ttitHlMillth 
' nd bears him to etcnial heat and dftltdih 
AN hilc still ih tuuthsumo UMilif 

^ ()i« W. II 


‘iSI^C^ GRIEF IS THE Wt OF AVU* 

SI^cE grief and trouble, tears and paiu^ 
Fill up our livcH on earth below. 

Since every d ly aHection’i chain 
Is shattcicd at a ainglc blow, 
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Varonts and fricndt* hAvo gone before, 
And our si^cct children, loving dears. 
Have gone, whilst we tboir loi»s dc[}loi c, 
Before w*o*qutt this Vale of Tears. 

Tiie T«ty earth o’er which you bow, 

And moiateu with your bitter tcaib, 
Btotds all yow hopes far down Ix'ion. 

Tlie Ottered hofics of formciMc.ua. 

BtfMie mingled with the tones wo love, 

The vt)^s of oor friends we hear, 
'Whibt ht ft Rtrange procession move 
llie IhrilM WeVo lost for many u jisir. 

Ik ibitm moments free ftom btiife 
Wh feel that near at hand is pain, 

For llhe ft ebtdioe is our life 
Wbldh we can neither fill nur dram. 

And fts old age creoim on apace. 

Deeper In gloom and shade we fall, 

For hO|>e with false and flattering fact' 
Hftft Cftaeed upon our hearts to call. 

And elnee the pendulum's dull beat 
Will not accord another day, 

And in the crowd we do not meet 
A Iriimdly face ftpon our way ; 

¥ 

Wtmsk earth's doth ^ains your spirits fice, 
' Bate ftOt yoitr hopes on things below; 
Toftr pearl dweUe not in mortal sea, 

Tour path is not where many go. 

Where stars gleam in heaven's waste, 
Posh out on oceen wild your banjiic; 
tike life its bitter briny taste, 

The sty like death drear and dark. 
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TIjc mysteries of nigbt>'&n 4 sea 
Full many mortals ; 

(lod says that they 
Till the great day 

Aud iimny all oye has 
To plunge beneath “ ' ^ ^ 

Whilst mouarcha alHu/ . ^ 

The secrets of the 

A sk from the regions of ' 

Some solace for your 
And lot the tide with 
Bring harmony to 

Far alx>vo other mortfut. w 





And let your bright 
Blest soi:’m that worship 
And earth where ir 







«ONE DAY i 


Onr day I saw, upright upon thd.i#^^M. 

Pass, with sails swelh^p 
A stately ship strong winds swept. 


stately ship strong winds sweptJ 
Engirt with star and wave; . 


And lo! I heard from out the 



The god-mouth could rK>t«e«L; 




** O poet, thou dost w^oll! Siuger i»|th hraw^ 


Anigb the waves aye dream, 

And firom the sea profound draw treasures thon dost Itnotv 
O’er all life’s gifts snprcjiie 
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$eftisGod, Who breathe-j through all the Iwos that aro 
Haloyon or hiuricane; 

*1^ whid^ too, is high Qod; God, too, the guiding star; 
fkti piMdng ship m man*” 

} N. K T\crman. 


QtJiA PULVIR ES. 

9I^U 4^part» and those remain. 

ftmrm whenoo myriad \oitrs ]thin, 

J&ttSt ttn4 hiwwidt^ We driven by one dire bn uh. 

AtWi nrlttd Bfnites from the sh.ulow ot tleaih 

idl epvi^ll pain mortal brows, 

On all ww fomt-bougbs. 

thoan that iMe tn then) that flee, 

Say t ^ITour frail 0 sad ones, sraiee we see. 

Alw t iBan*e loidng nmeda no longer w ill >o ho ir' 

Ko loh^aee ihi^irees^ nor tho blue h(.a\cn so dcai *— 
ftff alnnihw ntemid are yo dight I 
tf Idvdc fkk «IM) vast void of night!" 

titti Sm tiMn 'Out abide, 

but bitter tears to appiovc }uiir pi ale * 
^ 0^ «&d bej^wa »itb yon are words decen ing, 

From ^ imnda of Qod true gifts are wo rci eivnig 
9 Wi)lren, iduu&toms ye.- 
11^ «% death aKve m ure 1” 

* N. R Tvermak. 


mmn, ©inAUTY, fraternity. 

it 

^ Foit centuries past this war madness 
Has laid hold ol each combative race; 

'Whilst onr God takes but heed of the flower, 

And timt sun, moon and stars keep their phee. 


IIBEKT\, EOUAf/TV, VEA'lELXnW 


The of tliL lioa\cu'i al:K>V0 us, 

The biKl’s ncbt and liiy hko siiovr, 
l>u\c not fiout iho brain of ns isO|Ftcd& 
Thu war tlurst, with its fev«ri|li 

We lure but the Held witSi ills ch|!isis|^ 
And the strife w hicb tonal 
An<l t »{?pr for j»lory, the pl>0|4o / } * yv 
\\ ruiiil not ch.niw the fioir<^ 


Tlio \<im us|m»ition'j of iLfloiyi 
With bimids ,iml cats of blight 
Ih.iw tews irom the widows 
A olteu h IS h t}>puncd of old,', 


Our II if uios lu\e eh 

“ Turtt sad ’ dio! ” bunts 
\\ iiiKi (lur h set in to mimio ^ 

(if the echoing war tmmpet^S 

V f 

Steel flu dies, the bnoimes SDiitild^ 
\s with pale bn>\\h wo eagortjnrujk" 
The th«u.'litful are duven to msdtM i 
11^ the il ii,h uiul tho rour of 


- 

i r 

Our li\es are bu+ bpent for 
Of the kwi s who ^milc ovor 
And bnild up i fain if oi friendtll^ ^ ^ 

With cement from tho blood ' 

' 1 ^ 

While the beasts of the field d»d 
Oome lu sesuch of their 
And the) strip tlie red fiesh 
That lie stiff and stark whm ^ 

Rich man’s hand is raised *gabiiit Ids ile^!h1}<ntr, 
Whilst he stnv<% all bis wrath tO' isudtsi, 

And trufles on win* imtnral weakness 
To inveigle us lutfi the ftglit» 
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POEM^ BY VICTOR HUGO. 


** A llussmn, quick, cut down the villain, 

^ut your sword through that raurclci'ons Croat. 
How dare they from our men to differ, 

Of vcDtarc tp wear a white coat?” 


slay lellow-creetures and go on 
t i My life’s ^th* What glory like mine 1 
erSma is inost black and most hcinoiH, 

)> livO ou the right of tiic Hhinc.^’ 

Hoshaoh ai^ Waterloo, vengeance,” 

Sty maddens the heart and the brain; 

fer the fierce glow of battle 
thii ll^QOd that is poured forth like ram. 

we eo^.drink from the fountains, 
'^eidjfi4y in the shade, 

S efinr hstethreu in battle to slaughter 
|i^ ^easare which neyer will fade. 

Ih^t for blo6d«{Hlliug incites us 
ash foadly o^er yalleys and plains; 

„ ^'^l^quished are crying in terror, • 

^ oUsping our swift horses’ manes. 

SlMt ‘f 

I ask s^nnStimes in wonder, 

I wander the meadows among, 
iSjiil^Seiher for brother fedl hatred 
I hears the laric’s musical song ? 

Gilbert C'ampbwi 



^iBNCR SltBNTtY ARK OPED.” 

Oped the pearl-gates of the skies; * 
ideis; dawn awakes once more the sea and land. 

u 1 servant, aye the first to arise 
r^^the hon^o, yet slumbering, move, bviul't I.mip in 
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POEMS BY VICTOR HUGO, 


;^!!|!^|ys with all its wealth of night and day, 

one wandering cloud in j-ondor skies I. ., 
from bMc boughs pipe melodies, 
y<?uplayl 

I With darkness should trake flight, 
is ^ugher tills the laud, 

P nets o'er briny strand ; 

:e.the vast void night, 

’ ' * 

loic^ time it is to cease. 

our strifes, arc nought to Thee. 
; yet Thy mystery, 
him live in peace. 

■ 

is on the wing, 

’5' t' , 4 * 

y pipes a cheery time; 

while growling ocean’s boon 


N. R. Tvkrmax. 




TO SMILE SO milGIIT.” 

I SO bright, 
it tn thy Bold awhile, 
hoav-&u^ shall be white. 
Oomes,—slili must 1 smile. 


iivsib in thy heaven awhile, 
to sight. 

brigbtlier see me smile! 




thy woe awhile, 


wings* heavenwanl flight. 
i^meB^’-^foreYer shall 1 smile. 

N. R. Tyekman. 


NATURE POEJia 



THE 

Ih summor days «hen 0j^ 

And scoutlcss blossotm 
In harvcHt gilded 
The blue enamelled fit 
Beiore the gems thus 
Are low 1 ud by the 
Young maidens, hoste^« 

And gather coin flowett 

Old Pciia \ the lovelteit 
Of Andalusia fair doth Si 
For verdant fields aQ,4 
For beauty and for braVS 
Of any of Hispania’s ateRli^ 

From none doth prou4^ 

Young maidens, hasten 
And g itiiei corn flowers 

No holy city on the e«rth| 

No convent or no bleflysellj 
Oaned though it be by 
Where to St Ambrose* sfidb^il 
More holy pilgrims oflhnv 
With scallop, staff, and 
Young maidens, hasten 
^ And gather com flowers wj 

And nowhere do the 
When m the evening dattps Wiiil, 
Have brighter flowers thshr hahr to ffled, 
Ha^e aarmei, ^oftei hearts than there, 



roJSAfs sy victor iwco. 


!l/h$ 4^1*^ mtuitilla’s folds behind; 

do glances mote ensnare, 
maidens, haste, away, away, 
tom-^vers while ye may. 

b^kest gem, 
fo Penafiel, 

flowers tlieir sweets reveal 
her with' tliem. 
moments steal 
bit life the diadem! 

‘''^^ll^'^eii^^c^flowezs while ye may. 
came, 

ide, in glance and mien, 






a Moorish queen. 
le^^meY” the folk exclaim, 
ijliir Seville's gay scene, 
turns bis aim) ” 
te, away, away, 
fc:|EjiQ^4owers while ye may. 

3^^f/pi,f'^ioe, guileless maid, 

loved, and love gave back. 
^_ia’s plain, alack! 

saw her betrayed, 



the zodiac 

wander in the shade, 
away, away, 
:4c^:floi«rei» while ye may. 

tbs Jovera’ friend, 

!;]^be»(fl^iowera did slow ascend, , 
it SbB(wfl>ed the twilight grey, 
to blend 
clouds floating far away, 
maidens^ haste, away, awTiy, 
corn-flowers while ye may. 



KLll n/A 
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W ith envious looks at Alito tbiouii, 
While fanc) \K>udeio<l, ** Who l$ 
t* lily boneith the oi:ouig0 tirO0» 
lo the guitar s eutruueiOg tt>ii% ^ ^ 

1 ho Audalubuii maids ^ \ 

JDaiiced tdl the moojilit 
\ciung maideus, ba«tO» ^ 

And t<ithtr com floweffil - - 

\\ itluu itb nest til' um 

Sleeps alulo the hawh ^ 

So loving Altte clossdll^ 

Ml) doubt 01 feir ho* 

The King ’--I>on »luau 
Dcccitiul a AS hiB ktu^^ 

Young lUAidens, bast^ 

A u 1 g ith corn flowetS W 

’Tis peiilous to love 
One day by hia deoreb 
Her on a hoise of aabid 
And bore from home, and 
lu convent walls she SOt^ 

And sheds sad team iSblf 
Young maidens, haste, 

And gathei corn-flowers 



BELEASE^ 



WiiAT time dull books have 
hat time my room’s hot 
What time the town’s monototHO'ltft'] 

All'day to hush all spirit oif iottg 

What time the countless cam 41(^ or 
Which make the narrow circle of 
Have touched once moie, at length, theirittmost mcasuic, 
bntil tomoiiow’b dawn renew thelrnwe,— 
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I’Ol' MS liV VICTOR IlVi.O, 


No moment my p^'or kouI, relt'ascJ, «lol.iy<'th ; 

But, us a bird rni^dit flutter to hs nest 
After lonff capture, blithely so it .straycth, 

Though wingless,* weak, on yet diviner (juest. 

To the woods it hies, and there, deep in the Ldo;ttnillL^ 

Just thrilled with the moon’s first inelojlies and rays, 
Finds Boverie, loved comrade of its ronining 
Through what delightful fuery-haunted ways ! 

N. U. Tn:itMA\. 

* 

PAN. 

If onelidl you that Art and Art’s crown, [loesy, 

Is a hoBi^ed stream sweet to satiety, 

An rumour brief years outblot, 

A gilded toy of a room of gilt, 

O a babel of rhymes by man’s breath vain built,— 

* Ob i bdievc it not! « 

0 iMuQi<|||««ingers, spirit-shaken, most high, 

Qnffiyriiii] pour your souls on vast summits the sky 

Bat l^lbbilC^th, whose snows are scarce stirred«l*y the wind . 

Ondestift^ all-still where the faint heart drink.^ 

On Woi^^wind'Swept with the wdd leaf-tiu-oug, 

On ilujpiiSbwous lakes in the valleys reclined. 

•Everywb^ boly nature is bounte«)us and fair; 

Vilberswarfa grass thickens and flocks rejiair, 

Where jilto love-uck kid browses cist us iii flower, 

Wbmn atogs the shepherd the bird only iicars, 

Wb^ smites the mute rock all in tears 

the Wacade-shower; 

Kveiywhwe bird-plumage or fleece-flake may fly, 

Be it^-obean ,pr plain that they winnow by ; 

, MoBg the'old-world branches of forests luiai-, 

Stetilo islands, tone lakes whose dull Avater scarce lav'es 
Wan shores ; great mountains, seas, snow, sand or waves, 
Meadows; all regions thvit hear the wind roar ; 
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livery whore that the siuisot spreads broader oak-si iiules, 

Kveiywhore ”onilo hills entwine dimly soft braids, 
livorywhero tin- holds laiigli with bright harvest, glad throngs, 
[-'.vor\ w hero a fruit drops from a summer-spent bough, 
Jh’orywlii ro a blithe bird to sip deW StOOpeth l0W|— 

(h», g.i/o, ehunt your songs I -;' 

Ct. foril) i.» lijo forosls, go forth to the . 

Show or bro.idly ii tori out of sung that ne’er, fslli.l • 

Scaroh koonly through nature, disolosed to y'otur eighty 
— r>o it wmtor that suddens or summer. thnt’slngS^ 

The (lod-Word unheard save in low mhrihh!ri^|g[f i , • 
liiston wliat saith in the sky the SWord-liiS^i ll* ' ^ . 

’Tis (lod fulfils all: by Ilinr all things 

The world is Ills faiio, ami each sptri,t iS; . 

To beliidd and adore Him, tlT etcmal^ the 

In II 1 .^ wliolc evf'tinn a joy, a smile V* ■ * ' 

Ill the star wbieb takes light from, the 
Sweet seent to 11 is snn I * 

Drink deeply of all ! O poets, drink 

Of the meads, of the brooks, of faint sleep, 

Of the traveler unseen whose clear YOiee^^|^^the'n%bt, 

Of the tender first blooms their wan 

Of vast waters, tie; air, of still WOods WhoM 

Is broken with rumbling of wheels hi ' ' 

Ye brothers of eagles, l<;vc the eagl^ hdnhlflc'' 

And n'iostwlicn the tempest his waiHM)^ 

That grows louder as ever it sweepeth ■ 

The horizon np-piling with black bTOodhti|id|^^^^ : 

And bending tall trees, till the 8huddsd||[^<hid^ - . 

Down dark depths seem to peer I ^ ;> 

r«»nteinj)late the morning’s serenity bright 
AVhen the mist in the valley in shreds toketb flighty 
Wiicn the sun, which the forest hath yet half in hold 
—Showing half in the heavens his sloping fire-sphere — 
AVaxes larger, as in the fur east doth appear, 

As one journeys, a cupola dazzling with gold.- 



i‘oi i/s / > i .i 1 >/ //{ <,c' 
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Diiiliv ducp of liio UMMi ' \t the soli nm hour 
W hen the fiwrct silt nt 1 ukImhjic hm ms slouh to < wi 
Flowenviso to upfuki, —lo uls, v.ilh}-', uiui •'tn .imh 
W hen the zuouutaiu, \>Hh bio^ to the lie i\cn uj>i 11 til 
Seems a prostrate ''mnt on clhou laised 
WhiW lie gazes and dreams * 

If ^ hate jou, [lOotH, ulivc and dur 
A of most ardent and innei di sue, 

Of imAge% thoughts, of raptures, lii;ht— 

To renew this ikir %orld exclmiuje life which m \ i du^ 

With the rUiblu world which around uui all li< 

Bieqd the might of your soul the Mist wmM mi^ht i 

For, 0 eamwd bards 1 Art is hcaVeii’a own voice, 

Profoandljf sweet, bidding soriuw, rejoice, 

As flootoant as waves when a biee/o is abi oud, 

By an. osbo rotold through each spuit, cacli tlmijc, 

Whh^ tiators breathes forth ’neath your hands tliiimh nn^' 
On tiUa harpi tuucl),ed of God. 

N n iiiuMv,. 

rilB BEACON IN THE ST()U\f. 

if 

Hakk, what sombre tones ! 

From far billows dying, 

Listen, hollow sighing. 

Blent with heavy moans. 

Blent with eerie crying,— 

Till a shriller wail 
'^Bodes now agony...— 

Through his horn the gale 
Thunders o’er the sea [ 

llain in torrents, hark ' 

On the low shore yonder 
Billows die m thunder, 

’Neith a heaven all-dark , 

While wHh dread wo wonder 
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Wiitij 'thoiiUl {iro\ail, 

1 u Ins time to bo . . .— 
'1 in ni^li Ins horn tho gale, 
'I Inindors o’er thtf BOa I 


Oil ' i< st nmnuers 1 
W inl«> the Bhtp doth loundflK»^ ^ » 
I inon^di the darktlMi fOttodhtr 
T<)\s \i(l tlic shore oneneioni 
(tiie low shore yotiiiier 
Ih i\v ny arras,—-how fpsA ^ 

St I (tched out helpkmil't < 

'I In >1 ^ii lus horn the 
1 inmders o’er the icp 

Ml' r ish raariners t 
\\ lull' the 
s III oii sail 

\s With tooth or sbeiUH^; 

Not a star in beavBQil,’^ 
btiifc’s of none asidl }! i 
Deadly rocks to lee ^ « V# 
Thiou^h his bom the 
'I hiimlcrs o’er 

' i 

Lo • Mr hat sudden lighi 

’ 1 IS the star behdldefi^ 

Diightcr than ell 
Stais th it gem the ^ ^ 

Torch God fires to «ii)h0l4(NpL 
Maiincis who hail 

It, while threateningly 
Through his horn the gale 
Thunders o’er the sea I 


N. R TrEUMAN 
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ArOSTllOl’lfK TO ^ATl JiK 

0 Son ! brigJht face aye uiulcfilod ; 

0 dowers i’ the valley blooiniug wild , 

Caverns, dim haunt of Solitudr ; 

Perfume whereby one’a bteii’s hij^uih d 

Deep, deep into tlio sombre wood ,— 

0 sacred hills that heavcnwanl climb, 

White as a temple-frout, sublime ; 

Old oaks, that centuries mmbt nilunt, — 
Somewhat whereof 1 feel (wh.it time 

'Neath you I stand) endius my bpiiit ,— 

0 Tit^n forest^ crystal spring, 
take where no storm for lon^ ran fling 

l^nkness, dear lio.i\en reibitiug bieo ;— 
Pure soiil of Nature un'slumbeiing, 

What think you of this biindit 

K, 11 T\ium\n. 


UNITY. 

PimiC the bright sky, just o’er far sluidow v hills, 
!l|pbasoii| vast flower, (rod’s ageless smile fultib, 

^ ]9ows over earth, ere yet to-night it } lehi; 
iJIniio'Ue daisy, blooming nigh a field 
an old wall quick-crumbling w ith dei :iy, 

"Spreads snowy petals in her tender w ay. 

And the small floweret, fain her loid to woo, • 

He||atds intently ’mid the eternal blue 
The grand star dazzling sky and land and sea. 

** Like mine thy rays, Sweetheait! ’* soft murmurs she. 

N. 11. T^erman*. 
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\ VTLllE. 

Vn \t, who w illv witli jcstleas roving eyes, 
li think \i [’in lvn<iw-> ih\n \8 whA*e you are. 

I Miv, It \(>u w til u ison .ire afraid 
I < tilt (liin ])ith ills lose your stealthy feett 
r w lu within tint wooI \uare ill oonoealedt 
i iu* ti( ml I hiM st listens, looks, Iftkd lotlgp; 

Ml til ( Ilk tin h (I wu( (l-ways oro a 8 tl<^$ 

I ( 11 Jist \ mi ki IS i_itito the eopse, ' 

i IK si I (nni iis shnil h i of leafy branches, fwc t 

Nit 111 is not (1 111 11 hit ,’t 18 a Spirit: t 

1 ii it sti 1114 swH t hii ith which flows thwi^ twIWght sweet 

^Ltiki toi Njiilss ftc^t iiir, islovo. . 

1 iki w ltd (111 ps u< }e, the world's the ev^| 
ho\ 11 s, (ni M„li Ml ik( s (cstosy o'erflov j ^ 

M o\c dim foKiu id'I ill the trembiiag bot]|^ 

Minjt thui Aoucs, ])dfumc 8 , incense, songs 
M in s} ission ii )o K the fuiest, dark, prolR>an 4 ji 
Viul the wild Di^ad wlmU with lift^ skilt. ’ 

. » K. B. TxiimaN 

♦ *** 

U)\ I ()]’ THE WOODUND, 

Pi 

Oki III I", 111 (' lister’s tangH , 

I o Iw i\s, ’in itli the staxs* pale 

ll( lid till 1 in filter weird »ad Jangled 

Cif thf \i( wh ss ones of iiig^t* ^ 

a 

F’ht IS, tin 'ihchan Sibyl, dlrcSm^g 
Ni4h the himiicd Phygaliatt helghU^ 

S iw on f ii hoi i/oii streaming 
• I'hoii forms 'inong Bilveiy lights. 

J'schylus, soft h'i/('s threading 
Of sweet Sidly, soul subdued 
Wandcicd hoicxth moonbeams shedding 
Mellow flute notes through the wood. 
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Pliny, lo' hi^li tliou^'hts il( II\ II' 

For Mill tus‘ iijunjilis uio-,t i ui, - 
Dainty ro-jy limbs cspvui^ 

Bogs a boon of the amorous aii 

Flauiuii, nigh Vitnbo, sti i\ mg 
Through the orchanl boat rs *'Uii!» . , 
Iti aaeh palm gold fnut is uc i lung 
Such as gods rejoiced to bite. 

Ab, VersaUleat Haunt most doliglitf i! ' 
Faumns there, one foot r the im 
WI^B oileaa waxed sin ill md s, i , ul 

CkSdenrhymes to Moliiic gnc 

Daaie^ soitthre-soulcd, abiding 
Scatheless in the deepest lu 11, 

Turned to watch fair aoimu gbd ng 

t 

» Thro* the boughs 'ueath cm s i tlm ‘>1 M 

% 

"^foier, under willows sleeping, 

^ Shw in dream a vision tucct: 

Xoeely lasses laughing, wccpimg, 

^ Fee whom Virgil’s hoait quick 1 

5 

4 * 

;8hahespeare^ watching' neat h he c ^ 
Bronzes of the forest-lord. 

while Uuaht each nn ad n\ la , 
Fahy-trippiogs o’er green baard 

0 deep woodlands, soul entraneing, 
\Haunted yet by Gods are ' e * 
the goat foot SatxVa dancing 
To Pan’s rustic tnclcKly! 


N It Txf 'M' 
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LION .s sij:np at noon. 

I>i i r Ml Ills i i\( tho lion * 

> lit III illtil l>\ that prodigioumlumbor 
1) 1 suit I \ mill <1 ly bun mvestH 

\\ nil fun Mstons without nuttt¥M^ 

» 

h 

li <]( s< ii" Int iialiilo with 
I ii II ii • !.i! 1 KAthc; their fg^iiklit^i hoHMif 
I 1 till 1 11 *1 lots ipiaho'oeath hti 
w int«111 tiiH iiiip;hty 

ill i ii I'h h(\avca hie tuvfl^ l||i| ^ 

Ini! II km ^ stLipcd iehieifdil^l' 

!>(• |i III till ( i\i in, on htiaide 

llos' s Mil wt retell^ fomidliMy 
^ki p lull" to Ii st hilt aatoleitfl^l ' 

Hi In III", ohliMoua of ill tnu^ '* 

\\i III ilh iiii V that donoteall^iil^ ‘ 

'•iHi ill il'iii.'a 

III \M 1 " (liiiTik hy noOttM^ - 
oi 11 ii^ht hi^ s[\\m\)9gJ»h»Uith ‘ 

11! 11 i\iii) n hiNhugeuMMlIll^ 

\iiilj}- I f i< St hie ^ 

1 V 

III " M S M"t I heighti 

(I I I IV ion HI alee with 
All I h »s< I. oklnij; dreaiJWe|IM^i^ 

When 111 but huuH take x 

Up Ml ibi b Ml n ck Tiv ught is heettl* 

W m If loi !L f< < t aru wont to «tn^. 

If now om *1 IS iMsi were Stirred, 

\N h it III} 11 ul i!i«> would flit away! 

N. It. Tukmsv 
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L\i:rijrA uuci si 


^ur>t>KN oiian^o l>clon};<) to all, 

VTintor flm and hidrs in i\, 
year castn off it-j motirnfnl pill, 

Tho earth pitta on a lai^ht .m iv 

All is fresh and all aatir, 

Tbs plams ore clad in \iiduri lu 
Tenth pen admg every when 
jUparkling iu each diop oi m a 

Bsoh treeoo(|uets with noiMmi' tut 
Eaahtluwer with othoi flow* it nt< ml 
Whieh shall queen of lie tut \ in 
And each her perfumed h uts ii^u n K 

E^eu from tho rooks a boiujui t '•pi n j-. 

broese salutes the h ar\ ,.'11 h 
*llkl which the joyous 8on„' hn.l 
And stirs the fern m fou'-t sh aU 


’•'In trOtbi 'tis Nature's gih d i *, 

And all tlUaga join in \ ttuu s n u il 
fib fialaoo ever half so gar, 

]fb lights like Heaven's lamps «n i i h 

comes the harvest and the fp s 
With mingled stent of lu ib-^ 11 1 h u , 
^^tl^ed reat{iert> sleep on tcudi r sL ts, 
Wheti night sucMx^*eds to *» u nn i u 


‘ ^fjod hark! iVom out tho sh id> dtll 
^ nightingale begins Ins note, 

" The chiysalis has left its slu II. 

\ Tb» eartliwomi has cast oft its <« it 

water eddies in the stre im 
» Tfeath of deep transp.irent blue 
iNhen e\emng u'nu's tlu' hr flics 
And gently fdls tho tVLMiimr lUw 


I I 
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t 


liiL hn Wtindonn^ out 

1 lu )i 111 1 1 tho waap flioa by; 
lo ill a IK it II iiiiikiiig bout 
'1 tu It '>{ it it Ic floi^ers 


1 11 li )M \vh • tn oxccasInoUne, 

\\ *li wtn.s u tluttenng^ toon aTighl^ 

\i 1 111 I ] Ilk fliiy tmd 

I Ik I Is I't till ir napkin wbitliK 

» 

1 1 ii\ It 111 tiiu >ormiHon dnutt% 

\ I . 1 i from many aflowaiy bll|| 
II biitti I u Ii IS topor’a 
\ I t • hiin 14 but an inn, 

t / 

I % mill t ii ill lieartt Ally i 

II t 1 iib* i(\ (igroOi ^ 

()ii n M ^^l 1 c m ^ou read tbia 

] 111 Iiiiijuuneu Social * s 


hv til li 111 t\ of Nature'i ttofg 
All til ii^'s III the earth arvhdilid { 

III iMii still onl} bookofloM 
\\ 'i ii 111.4 the dawn doth hrighC^ 

i 

(1 1 hell iiiiiii m your, 
! H th hr iM II of heavana 
^ 111 1 1 >■ I'i l kt> the Sprlitfigdali^ 

\ MI ti »t^ tic hkeibedmiifdai^f 

a 

r 




VN OLD-TJHB tAt, 

Dfi" inj Oh >snow my bower, ai^t 
1 IS a (ihii li( Itf r, where the tun 
lit If • iii» 111 1 f hn/ht Kpringtidc day, 

llic nroiij *• ^ Hinrry months have done 
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Clear is w.uxU i th* k 

Among tall rrcils the )il\ fl'nt-, 

WIlUo lovors’ murmurs in u.inn .ui 
« Ai« mingled vitli the busK' biithx ur ti ^ 

*foong thoiloworH, im* m »lt«»» I «• , 
^ Ai lo o droam otie walks, one 11 sts 
I ii|»fkUttg iKmg in the depth of oip^, 

lilonoo there in the diptlj of lu sts 


l!lie ^iutrm of thla dim aelitudi, 

The gfWM of that soft, minii\ hi i^ht. 

, jSeeme wiUi the tear of Creu/o buii u* i, 

, gmtle Watteau's siioh m olo I n^Oit. 

f 

inlit do^ ftrofl' P.ms lowu 
Theie^ SvegtaiieK^a bower of \\ ill) uxi^Uo 
Hi erofth iiot» hero» one dll* tioful lioiiT 
lOiQr lamps of a chestM.it ti( ( 

Tf laibv not dreamland's sweeUM th n's 
^ in oool hatem you ie|><>M' 

Wtdeing;, irith weird nmnumin,'" * 

^ .thej*re 3 ost Vong rustliiii; fot st i ,'hs. 


rAtt|mdt Thefikttit doth me bui ] 
jc Atttbitloiial How can that 1 h* v,,, 
one can dmm among tiu ui^i* > 
Hmenth Urn 1113 ^ 1^0 moon ^ M>ft ! » 




^ ieweie* lii%h^ lenguagc 


MUOUMS 


* /Art deaf to eir'in in rosy Alav f 


I It ewoelij hiddeth us 

y omr duli sonle kt blusMun d it. 

\ 4 

iJiitMiing lobes, breast') lui.’lit as Iil i-s. 
oooings, tender like a iii»e. 

Of O a la tea and bhUiesome Pin IIis 

« 

Counsel Ihe wooilways, laughter, 1 m 

N K 'JWUMCN 

» 




i *i J 




IWILIOUT. 

^\ ini IN i 4 :wo 'In \ii f\il liNiun tlj6 Mpw4w^'fW Wf lUtrod j 

Ik! * 1 t I to NN lik nIonO ftfdiidi 

Lii* \ IS thi*in/li till tNMlt>:htf Qumt^ btotoal^ » « 

() sirK t < u li tiini<l Itird 

snv'l » ^ 

[ I N\ III 11 im» 111 It I'lhnl OQ filvl \ 

I.I.. i. Mill v.tii th. nnoutid« 

I II1 ( t Ml III I-S't, aiid tliaott * 

o lit' I ail 1 iioNN, all pAill 
-'ll I'p I 

\ti ’ ‘‘i h t >il IN 111 il u 1 , one anMM « 

I'll 111 II IIIuveuarewtw^l WHf i |^ <»lywir^ 

(i ni II ! > i I >- NMii^'i'ii, 

i) it'i I ill i iin, ill sorrow 
Truj I 

I 

’loll I 1 ‘ ‘'t *‘''*6 '♦**<* (•iti * 

ill M 1 ( il II « I 1 I ^ II Illllll 

Ill ( 11 11 s 11 t *■ 1' II ' «11 mu it 

O Ill'll ill f.illM'f 

Did 






POEMS OF FANCY. 


It 


A FAIllY. 


< \i I niv 1 my tihat you ^ 

It., i, i} Morf;»na» still 
J il ] lii\( Iitr m a dmntiy ** 

Ml ti m-tiiient though sii« •eettt, ^ 
( iiH to lilt >^ith drooping « 

I I iti \Mi timt's welhnig^^Nwtd* 


Mu 1C tli3, from the strtogi < ^ 
01 il t i\()i\ lute she biingb^ 

1 I k lilt the wondrotuifUlQ^ 

U iiKh the fiiludins of yorn 
li III tluii history could Q&foU^ 
M lick I th m t ho isles they tpldl 

•Si it IS \\h > hniu^s xiui ** 


k r 


lo Ih til I should mviiftj 
At il 1 it ihliiK' 1 am bottikd’ 

Oil the \vdl tuned harp ti(^tNil|f|^^ 
Ml I iiiiiistrcrs love-song^^ 

M ith th L, luntlei of i^jt 


In tlic rh sLit ahen I ^ ^ 

1 III iiiv ) \ctl home iar ais 
H1 hi .. tin re h< rself I y ^ 

M il 1114 CM r in my mhidr 

Tio 11 c u h sunbeam, loiiv*# ftiuse^ 

rioia c ich echo, some d^ mdKh 



IF uk ' she murmurs in the ehodk 
Of the wilil wave on the rock ; 
Sue to 1 It i^c me ttith a gift 



I A 


IH>LM > hY I Vc /1 /A //Cuo 


Doth tlio hilveicd btuik ujilift, 

Singm/^ with its pluiu.ui* wluto, 

From tho belfry’s toiiinobt height. 

When my winter log is ht, 

By the chimucy-side sht’ll sit. 

And will show my womlvnng guo 

In tho sky a meteor’s hl<i/i‘; 

Which win shine out iind thm die, 

like a dumberer's droxsny ojo. 

« 

When the cradle of in.\ vice, 

In our ancient haunts 1 tr.icc, 

With a thousand foruis of fc.ir 
She enshrouds me far and near, 

Like a cataract of sound 
In the oavems uiidorgrrauid. 

If at night I slecjiloss lie. 

. Site will soothing thoughts sii| }>1\. 

' Xhou^its of chase niid hai mg hoimd, 

^ bellowed by the distmt sound, 

Tjlohoes of the bugle ]da\ ed 
In thp depths of forubt gl idt 

/ CiiAiJi M iTiiinw, M.A 


THB LAND OK FAlUd:. 


■ A * 


. ^^KUtVici of the Muses, turn your cyob 
the£ast» and say what there appears! 
the voice of Poesy replies, 

that light between the hemispheres • *' 

Iff^TSH^ddread's the mystic light in yonder hca^en— 
ts gleam behind the distant hill; 

1J|[i feeble flashes in the welkin driven, 

When the far thu.ider seems as it were still ' 



11 i / V n. > /< y //A //1 


I< 0 


I It »]io f III u II ]t t}i it unc< itaiu gliro 
1 1 Iialins'icli ul<lined nith globing vo&t;; 

()i it iIlusiiiM*', j m the air,’ 

[1 ut di iwti in ( ^hiuts to thetadiant titestf 

“ II i| I\ till Minsi t ii IS deooiyed tiio 
I’I iinii tisi\innig, while we look for liMMttijilg; 
i t N • 1 III ill!' nu/os of twilight^ 

Jill 1III i N iii«« t limy appeitf* A dftWttiAg t 

a W. H. ibnntou^s. 


FI (A\ 1 K AND BirrT£E?tT. 

I in iiiiml ^ il wci I s{>iko tho heav^^ 

‘ 111 11 ) inure ' * 

Si l ll )\\ DU! fitlS 11 I \(I^C Fixed to ennAliml^ 
1 lion ( II st sf ir ’ . , ' 


*‘Y<t till ‘'inn. Ill nil of lo\e 18 ours J 
l>()tli III fun 

To ilwtll, so liin wi In, ’tis Hoothly 
I loWtlLtS tW 111! 

“ lint ah ’ the ur iijilifts thee, while 1131 ^ me: 

1 oitiinrs spiti » . * 

ith fri^a m< hii ith I I nit; to emt m l rot fl lii»iB >j|' jtt ^ 

In he \ cii flight 


“IiiN'un,—too fir thou flitt’st! Haw^ ttronah 

mc'idow, * * 

Fiiir an<l lu ct; ^ ^ 

Win bt I all lonely bide, and watcl^my eireIilig'4^bd0W 
At my feet 

“ Thou fliest; then ictum’st; again afar ait bonie^ 

Void of feais, 

And always findbt thou me, ’iieath every roseate morn, 

Bathed lu toais 



/•-•'AJ/v /;r I'lcn^n //''(/t). 


“Oh ! that our love may prove the .'am-' vwtft> sii'nm r linii:_s 
Fair king mine, 

Fran lika thy ttlavo take root, or blows me with i)iijrht wiiij^s 

tAke to thino! ’* ' 


INVOr, TO 


* * * * 


itoaoa and BttttorfliaB, the grave must nMiiiiie 
Soon or Uto. 

WhereftErre arrait it, my ? Wilt not wo iK»\v iiiiiti.' i!>. 

f jatoirithihtet 

>’1 > •. 

Haplyi trithhst air, if from such place thv pleasure 

: 

F if, like a4ower, thou shed thy In'aii!e..tis troasiiiv 


, 1 ,- ' -p ' 

jB^eh ! What skills it? IV Ihnu i->l<.iir bright, 

vFrep^-weefei . 

or floffcr too fond for tliudit ; 




m I sach the sole gooil wortli 


allot what home it will —dark earth, 


N. 11 . TvmiM -.N. 


i". ., 

' J. i,: H«« liOTBFLIES ARE BOli.V. 


. '.'ft .•» 


TOWn isfidMlioF on the dew that covers 
1 . taai^^ the little lovers— 

V'^S'llKat kitB the bads an^ all the flutteriugs* 


> bloom, and privet, of white wings 

; y come, and fly, and peep, and hide 

■ * wiNihmuffled music, murmured far and wide! 
Ah, Springtime, when we think of all the lays 
That dreamy lovers send to dreamy Mays, 


7Jfr Ms/ I ^/>/A ///r 


111 


<U tho ] iMi.tl 111 UK \Mtliin a billet bouinli 
<>i ill tIk soft s Ik paper that nieti ^oiiud, 

'I ill iiiti^ ij:c.s nt Ii)\i tint luortala write, 

1 nil 1 NMtli uitiiVM iti n of delight,* 

AN mil n in Xpiil, .iml before the MiijrtinMI 

Mil 1 le I mil tluwi), pi i^tiungs for tbe^wifide* playtime. 

I I nib it ill white butterflies ftbove, , 

W h I v^k tin I ivh (liMids or waters souli lo knm 
\ii I h i\e til n 1 1 ly iiimtrm to despair, 

I lint wi’h f! w<n, IS timdcr and mGHfh fletr, 

\ii III' 1 nil 1 ( M httiM, that through thesh^i '« 

I Intel I, 111 I till a, and change to ButtttflifMlUv »i 

V • 

liAKo. 

- . ’ 

miC Mhl' I NDEE THE 

\ m, ] I n within the chiU)oh»"«>- < 

(•(> but nile on eutcriug " ^ 

T 11(1(1111 ith till old grey posnli' ' ^ ^ 

\t tlm iK'st, tlie pure sweet 

* a 

To \ast ir tuples where one pri^ ^ 

The bin ill sw.ilinw, swift anfl hs%h^ ^ 

Hui'ts his horm w hci« dwdl ihCKt \ 

Of deep In i\(irs a/uro fight*' ' 

/i 

dhc soft bii>fKllinj:H lulled toisih v 
Veith the poitil, thrilled withWe,'-* 

Fill in sleep abo\c* the nest 
Ijic Warm win^s of JiMUS lUOVa. 

The great chtiirh, whero broods deep shade, 
Trembles, stiiT* d with that sweet sonudg 

Tlie htoue of daiK midnight is made, 

The birds with noontide joy abound. 



/'<’/ ;;. / ) /vr/f'/v //.■ 



Stony wiiutn. an .toro and f 
Itangi^i arouml walls 
tave blitbe swallows, b. aivrs boM 
Of the joy and kisa of sin in-. 

Vii^s mild and projilM-tK <iire 
Bwid from'tbe pm-ipitons tr-w« r 
0 !«r thesa hives of lovo's biid-dn -.r 
' l^aidifQDed for honey of love’s il- wt i . 




poems. 

t 

nil m>M. or THE CIRCUS. 

11M \ ( »•> ii t f ill worldA th« lotd, 

\\ 1 M! with one floito Moord,. 

li till'] ui lui&Hton to thy 

i t X t V I 1 ^ ind thJ jfiyi ocmi|^ 2 «to» 

111 I 1 \ ' s m^hty 

Ml 1 I Ml ^oiUiko and diviM. 

li ( • i*, about to dk'' 
li Ml with thie parting 
< il \ 1 > it hi** pnnc<Jy homo^ 

( It) ' it w II liiiri 111 ^[(ire the gods ot BottMS 

|i h I u liUiis Holemn fesStii 

II t th( ( irth 111 Hf mhof moMtrwiilMirt^ 
ihi in I t ' r /I Ippl ini' stand ^ 

W ti 1 t ^ ( n hloodstunod SSttL 

11 t I * 1 < ^ i 

1 * 1/ I 1 untR of marblo Xiiri 

( I 1 I > M k 1 > U li illy witb too sW * 

\I rn tlu 1 ill t Ml it ziioht fatal dsl^ * 

\\ hin t iiM^ »1 11 i to sweet peiHtiiniotiitttoyS^l 
l r r, n )i lint the Itoinan'i' fond dSifaw v * 

Is tij SI I it nil luuul with inOeiMiim 
H il, ( ir, tliose about toSISL 
Siliti thio with this 

X w (I til 4 tfsdsthi.i are(^snedsridi^ 

\n i 11 w It In the flowing humia tldi| ^ 

I S nil \ rMi whirh has borstitelMMtodi^l 

Ihct’nws li ini'-! 'hii rcMmods; 

In their (I iPK ih ns tin s uage panthers gtsaki^ 

As s Aeicu'ii 1 nl t'l^ mob their places take. 

II ul ( le ir, tlioHP aI>out to die 
balute thee with tiiH parting ciy. 



114 


roEM.', jiY yjcioR in 


Tbefr BiioW'Wliitc so its tliL’ cdilcs n av li.ivc 
And plaudits ihundur to the skies ioj iin ; 

As iu a mimic lake the river-horse 
.And scaly crocodile pursue their course, 
FlrslMindred lious chorus loud the souji' 

Of Vesta's molds who round her altar throng. 

' Ball, Ciesarf those about lo dii> 

■ SatutO thee with this Jiarting ( ry. 

With, wanti^ aye and scarcely hidden breast, 

Hie hriciwm eonrtesan stands out confosi il, 

Voniqij^if CCsntltot in her gay attire 

!lki fiNwt maids who watch bv lire ; 

clad in puiple dress, 

.0oiit}^,o£f^l3^r elieuts iu the mighty juess. 

' Cassar, those about to die 

thee with this j'artijie' cry. 


Ax^diew^'at the stern Tribune’s hoarse c..ui]]..r..d. 

fSCend the throne, t.ake u]* their stand, 
her praises sing ; 

Indians in a dusky ring, 

. Intonea^aili^ weird cbuut with failing i>reath, 
And .im^^e coming of a certain death. 

' > ;*/ V iBaii, Ckesar, those about to tiie 
Saltite thee with this parting cry. 

Nens to the heaveitt arise discordant yel'.s. 

As a thi^ loll arena swells ; 

far across the sea<:, 

Whose cru^ ihibtii the Komau mob will i>lcnsc, 
r Bi^ded and seared by iron and by hre, 

I SMmght here to sate great Ctesar’s proud desire. 

- ‘h Hail, Cso^r, those about to die 

[ Salute thee with this parting cry. 

T&ilsw bowed down as if with hidden shame; 

The Qaul whose smiling face reveals his name ; 

■nie Nasareue who scorns both spear and brand, 





7 i ( /SsM \ 


ns 


\inl with cilm j ii 11(0 w t ts tlio slater’s hand , 

1 11(11 i I sMi II < lowd that now await tho daathy 
' 1 11 i litt sjim-* hin^in^' upon Cansar’s broatht 
If il ( I < n, those about to dio 
s iliiu tiiL %vith this parting «iy. 

11 sh I'l ili( spt irtiian guard ba 4 m«ii 
\ii I til will I ( I'ttH ilc\our tbeir Hvlng {Mpaji 
'il {ni|I iw Min., then iH stretched <ni h|gli» 
loll h th 111 n 111;; bill'll t ness of the lAi|c 
1 h it ^ t' I < li im lit Emperor may wteaf 
All uti 1 II itli Iiini 111 a softer hua* * 

Ii 111 < II sit, those about to 

Silutc thcL with this partiiig t(^i ^ ^ ^ 


riUCASSTAK. 

1 I ou n I ivc tins fair land* 

If I \\ I ic not a 
\\ iih Its ]il loid sea strand, 

\n 1 I (in mcidows* 
til 1 Us s» 111> skj’abeam •'‘j 
uiil t Ik swat as a drasiBi ^ 
If it lit in t a gleam ^ 

Fioni tlio dark Spahfa 

Vni I Tutu or Turk ^ 

Hut i si ii 0—black and 

blnmld look o\cr my work, 

Viid 111 } lookmg-glan hold^ « 

1 ii iw IV fioni this den—« 

«» 

'1 iicic at home m the glen, 

One could di it aith young man, 
>tor be censured as bold* ^ 

Still 1 love a fur clime 
Never chdlcd by the snowi^ 
When m deep a inter time 
Not a lattice tve tlosc. 



/VV 1/s /> J' I h KU, II t 
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III till. Huiiinicr, vitiiiji 1 uti 
Datbcs the grass on the pi.uii, 
Where tlic dmgon fly muu 
L ike an cmcruld gloss s. 

Like a smiling i>iinr’(s«> 

Is this Smyrna of ours, 

AU jewels and dress 
In her fathers Stronir towers 
In Iter seas there huloa, 

Sea the islets a-row, 

3Snn and green rose and snow, 
TJUko a basket of flowers. 

kiTe her gay walk— 

* ^Xieve to watch the fligx stream 
Car her golden roofd halK 
That like faiiy to^s gleam. 

And ^ose tents htgit in air, 
the elephants bo ir, 

’ ^Whife with these can comp no 
». ^ For a laay day dream f 

I ^ In this palace of fays 

. My lone heart, prone to son^, 
Helirs the nunlberU s' la> s 
( Of i&6 desert-boin thiong— 
JieiXt tlie qnarreKoino dina 
Of |9ie Beris and Oj.nns— 

Btlife that ends and lx gms 
And recurs all night long. 

Yes, I love, in this l.iiid, 

The sweet porfumei» of night; 
Ix)Ve the cypresses grand. 

With their tow eniig licijfht; 
l/)ve thr desert-stuam's beil, 
Where the imlm mnU its head, 



1M nil 


ir 


\iul tlio ^ uio „«»ltlcn red» 

Oti tiu mm net white. 

On ni) lute sotno homo l|kyD 
N>iiu oil! hpaiush ronumoe, 

It mo to play, 

I'n ID} comiodtn to donee t 
S(ii It I ^ 1}, laughing botKdl, 

\s tlu \ uhiil hand ia faoii^ 
fh mill tlic tent ^heie thty IfCUld 
J tom the 8Uii*B burning 

Ihit I Iii\( nmdtofall , 

W Ik n till' tlay runs {tef|iie^^ 
\ii 1 till he iiewo loll ^ 
Tin \ ibt ocean to aeaii» 

With ill uondciing eye% « 

\b tho iituun 'gms to riie^ 

\n(l I Li billow and ektei 
S{ 1 L iJt> her bright oilvar Ikh^ 


M v/a:??Jl 


Part il 


liiLS when a mortal on wlioin httt G|od ie 
Is bound on th} fitofol iioii|a, 0 genilU^ 
lie stiu^'^l s 111 \ iin, with d bound, tUi' 
heel, 

Trom till' leal thou bearcat him forth, 
biL ik !>> tin \ led 

'lh\ feet, ftet of steel, 

•I * 


'MM, 



Ihou clcaiest the desertb with him, ead thif iKunytOjpi of the 
piond • 

OM hills of strengin, crussest seas, and beymid the depths of cloud 
Whtic daikiicss heavily lifs, and, awaked Igr thy footsteps* sound^ 
A thousind spirits iin]*ure m their h'gion close press round 
•Q hj tra\ dlcr bound 



y < / 1/ I, i 


I 


I 


11'' 


III ono flight oil th) w ui tl lun ii u i i ' w' < 

Wideflddtol the posiiiblo thctc stitUliul ut, J iit u tins ut 

the seal; 

He* 4 finks from the n^ei eternal, in stoiiun.ht (r <-111 

110 # 

Hit lookywiUi the locks of ooractb commmglc i, ill mi _lj\\ 

On the flmemeni's brow. 


ijliThe she meetuiHerschel ho sees, thn 1 mg i>r «1 [ s ,,Mi t! t 
And the pcA» thi 4 bends rauud her bi )m tin m t t \ t 1 m 
AH hekNMiiji theldeel horison, the hnntK w* il I 1 1 _ 1 1 

Muveth on tifl It knowetk no limit, (lis|ilauiJ tin 1 It tl« tiiik 
ness sxkdl^ht 

Bjf tl^mtired flight. 

f n 

And wlK|f| 0^ and angoK mu kit \ n t \ 

What heitlfl^ tnfbUowing thee, 01 guess tin. s»i li^l in ji_*, 

thati^e^ 

On his an^y^ieorohing and btiinmg ot m m\ i * • i\ sj m. 
And how, in HiPgjbt^ those cold iungs shall s*^i*ik<. a 1 ^ 11 w 11 

t^dekk^^ 

i^d one tbaU mark. 

« 

AflHghtad he^Ades, hut in 'vain: relentless, flu flmht w ill n )t 1 1 , 
The flight that <i*iwwhehns him and ciuslus, u st<.il, m l ^ 
ingi Mtdpalet 

^iKOh etep Ihott doit take aeeme to holloa his tomb, and he s 1 ks 
' Iniddight; 

(' Tdl^ibo end eomes~he runs, and ho flies, and he talk-md In. 
liteettciHght, 

^Idug iuh» might. 


EMin III, ki\. 



L /LOX. 


I 


I 


NAl'OLEOH 


\s., I (.rdoni. n' Ih \i,—whether of light 

I \\ 1. oi (l.itkiu'»*i—attU ^oat svmy 

111 i.'f ut out , tlnno cngle's aottriag fligjbl 

!'• Is iiN ill l)M Itlih'sH, lifter it away* 

It < \ I 1 1> It ti > II thy prosenoe faHn Wtmld ilkf9^ 
ist'id Ml N.iiii, ti«y mi^ty iihA4<># tlMO^ 

II ^'-.<11 ill {111 ttin «i Ilf the Hviiig day, ^ ^ ’• 

\ ! ii till tint sliolil of our time ali^a^ "K 

I> /. u', \i t SMjuhu, suude thy lpnn|) 

' s' f 

Ii Us uhiutlir* idiiiiritigetrangei^aitt^ 

I III s. I • 1 u> is th It *neaU) Veittrfni^ * 

ii 'lilt !i" Miml iliitigtheenGbanS^MBili^^ 

I I I’.it I tioM) flit rat’thenope^ ^ ^ 

<h, itiu l‘*i* 1 1*‘ dreamy reverie^ 

(hi 1 mIm t hc.iu'sorlVousislebeitiiiyi 
Would li\ who.o ill. iMi the imft andai&'Mi^#^' 

N I in hk * s UIK 11’ Mti«»hing sultailllliy 
A \ >.IL I I^vuy >VMI trt that 8 (»ro 9 

4 

II n, wilt thi I ]h ^tiim'H eoleom 
si.i >m 1 111^' Ins s > il With medital|pft^;pdwt^ 

(h it I'oAi.oIi, t I the uprightly ifeBftili J 

t Li inti 111 d I n ( d 'iKvath Tu#|3i tow^ 

I. si tiiu^< h'‘ \ihilc .tuay the evenidg toiri 
(>1 wake tin* ci iu>« >, mournful, lont deaf 
Ot that ''ll! ouy, iti its dreaming bt»t^ 
iu the \ )]• luo seized, whero ma m i ot i»bei[^ , 

Tht likcncss which they wore at that iaat liitti tittp; 




9 ^ 


Oi 'he hi& hark at Posillippo laid, 

W hilc as the &w irihy boatman at his dda " 
Chants Tasso’a lajs to VirgiVs pleased shade, 
F.\er lic bets, thioughimt that circuit wide, 
Fiom sliady nook nr 'tinny lawn espied, 



IJO 


ror.m n v r/cruA' i/r^co. 


From rocky Iteadiaml viewed, or fl'iu’ry simre, 

From tea, and spre^^ing mead alike ile.si rinl, 

T!k4 OusMt Mottnif towViug all objects o’er, 

Jbl4 l^ack'nmg with, its breath th’ lu*ri?<vt) ovonoore! 

V ’ , * 

Vrit.'i, rn Mnffnzin 


/ ’WjpiUSfABlS, THE GllEEK PATILIOT. 


'•Q.OaoMial tbo JKHJt’s SOIlg 

Hiur M mitold thy deeds too long! 

actor’s part is done, 
and the fights an* w<*n, 
what Fate decreed. 




mark no moro which thoMsands Idced 
shone, as clouded or .ss bi igijt, 
the heaven at night, 

no moro proclaims 
the glory of their names,— 
ies of warriors die, 

't««dixtQ obscurity, 
id whole verse alone 

make their actions known, 
measures, show 
itten here below." 
glory gl<>o:aed, 

A Seided apart, entombuil, 

^tir '^tfmta to pigmies rise—no cries 
> >.^^1i|i^Mck thy^^rmeiMw echo to the skies; 

to Orecian heroes —silent is the lute, 
mtayour aim without one Momuon bruit 1 

.ISliraiife'aa a time men gave no peace 
*|!h ehe^ for Athens, Bozzaris, Leonidas, and Greece: 
Add'^Ckmaria' morC'Worshipped name was found 
On ev*iy lip, in evVy heart around. 




7 t) C^LVMA'jS, nth iJREt-h' PA I'Kh^r. 




lint jiv>\v olianjjc'd the soen©! On history’s png© 
Are ^\rit o’er tluno, deeds of nuotboT «g^ 

An ! thine arc ii<>t riMuoinbered.---*Greeoe, IftlWdlt 
'i'iio wurhl no more iliiuc hero©©* WliH ’ 




Not tlint this rnattors to a nt|i]|\ 

'I'll whitiij IS iofr the »lark blon 
'i'hy irdluni lurk, that o'er thd 
And thr lin.:ht planet 
All these ii'iii.-ihi, with aceidojat’ 

Ih'l'e, and the jdenstirosof 
l*>-‘n N.itmv’a fairest ])ros| 

'I'l.e riojsy startin':, glad rotofin' 

'j'iie pnde of freenmu on a bt 
Which nufuks at flauger and 
And eVn if iightning'piiiioQS 
"I'is ull rt't'kte .>ith joyoiisneu 

1 cs, tlio.se remain! bin© sky and 
Titine oa;.dos with ono sweep 
'idle .sun in goltlun lieaiity ever 
'rho (listanee whore rich wariAth 
d'Jiy lan^'HaLj'c^) inellifliiously Wail^l^ 

Mixed with sweet idioms from 
As Iliya’s strearn.s to Hamos’ wiitiVl|;|| 

And with thtm mingle id on©! 

Yoh, tlio.-fc remain, and, Canaml 
d'hc scnl[»tured sabre, faithful in 
d'he liroidered garb, the yataglia%;“^ 

Kxfire.ssive of thy rank, to the© 

And when thy ves.sel o’er the 
Is proud past storied coasts to 
At once the ]>oint of beauty may rtiaiiim 
Smiles to tliy lip, and smoothe thy brow once tnmo. 





G. W. M. Bsykolds. 
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I '2 


ASM KIJ)\ 

J&KACRSOK,—whoso blithe Till of 1>( esv 
Jfrom summits lioar of sage anti iint\ 

Bubbling cue hndi w h it time 

J'uin <rf roppsd sm weary fci 11h it t l.iui), - 
Bov tsfoot to mo thy W'aveb t^ culin nxl 1 1< ir I 
Bwoot «• io i^ome tired Alpini tiiMlhi 
Tilt dew waitM How’t( 1 - iiii } * 'ic 

MW myilols eaught from Ik hU of u n i 1 (> ' 

^ li I 1 » 1 I \N 


SONG. 

through lustoiy bko n sun 
fire yoHi s 

Be Iffight victor}' through tl i tlim 
> Bh^gvhadowed splieres, 

Btttope ’ucath Iik law uf lui Ji* 

/ V l^(i|la.hovcd the knee— 

^ fliQ^ ape, hobble aftci aii^^ht, 

i 

|^l0hwtl la the roar of fight, 

^ and aersne, 

at^imt the fiery fligin; 

Biaeac^heeo. 

'BponAzodla bridge lie trod, 

And oame forth free— 

(!k)me! here is gold, adore thy g^d, 

^ p«tU/ 

*1fSetmas were his lights-o'-love, 

^ He ravished them , 

* Blithely ho seized brave heights above 
By the iron hem; 



1 


( I v.^ I I j;ht lu i \ tlic uiiIm, 

His 1)1 idts to bt - 

1 11 tluo htio irc the poor paki gtrla, 

I ( f / nt • 

H ] ts « I (I (I mountains, 

H \ 111 ., Ill Ii iikd 

II { lim, till b^ditinug, and tlM 

< )i \( I \ 1111(1 

Pruil 11 h tottuod on 
ot It t\ 

ilti is s SI a lilted ( quick, 

'Ml II sslidi iui Ml, looseai}»g' 1 )bjh|^ 

lilt, xi>\-siiul sca ^4 

MIU \s do 111 1 doptha for lii<% 

I it It ii Hi, (1 {iliuiKod from vfievt^ 

\u 1 1 util bit irliod fro©!-* f 

III VII (If iss n ills self m thy OtIMi imi 4 > / ^ ^ 




/y I, j 1,1 ’ 


IT. a 




<'Oi,oMOjr, 

1 HI Kim:; uu I fute’a aomhil,,^|M||pi|ilH^^ 

(.1 1 st 111] (, build 
111) (11 iii\ sImo that 

( |i)n me, awestruck, gaaua i 

Ms t >aI to 1 uiM, iny sword to 

N( Cl (c isin^' tod for wemiamw OT^OO i 
Ms bi( xth*wcio btron^ to tnxii o«l 
'ihc Libs iu humcano; 

Hence Gud IJiiiisclf is troubled. OfolaF 
( rime bom, %iri s sombre viadmn wraps my throne 
S it in, to jud/e l)ctwixt high heaven and hell, 

\\ ouIJ choose King Solomon. 



jvi v> />) in /i>/ n , 


The lord of faith am I, loid (f i« n , 

Warrior, I rule the bodv, —pne^t, iIk -(tul, 

JUl kittg, 1 wield the da^’s bright a^uic ^]ihcie, 

As pontiff nf^iht control. 

I Sin the lOlitls master of all dreams , 

I ipslde ths hand that writes upon the a ill, 
Bartli^ arnaas are lomilmr,— sighs, m)1)< m i< uus. 
I md ^viofk one and all 


Ip 1^ and like a go1 momsc , 
as an Eden sialcd ulway 
¥e^ tbpgllliMy power is mightier th m the k 
^ IIIINlMt in mid May, 

9^ddW%b^|doth my golden srcjitie shiht 
Wn a taig bent b) i «i ivo— 
my soul, O u^mph divun., 
fliy iOng of love! 


1 <"•> ^ n « 


Bnsta^lln nO|ea of this winged thiug th it bio( ib 
^dV^a0l|d*8 depths, 08 in a shadowy tue, 

T to chose it, os spnng wi >iK 


N H 'UiiiMw 


es llil'lttai PQINCKSS UOYAL' bI.N(. 


w ' ^Wlnin PI hne aoarco con breathe, 
Ipy fli^9d, tenderly 

A aolt aong tjhou dost wreathe.^ 

Ifton. aingest, little girl— 
iHiliy sire, the King is he: 

*lArotiiid tliee glories whirl. 

But oU things sigh in thee. 

*Maric, daughter of Louis Philippe. 
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J li\ 11 i_lit int\ M V k nut wiiiga 
Ol ''pn.c 1» il< a» loM'’a fuibiddoil; 
'1 li\ siiiiK s, tin >0 hoavoiily things 
l>L II' I iiii*h bdin, aro cliTddMa 

i 

I luiii ft t IM, I i> tr httlc Brid«^ 

A It Hill nnknuwn aud chill 

( till ( fio ti finl the widg 

i > I |i sli t*l( so dc itldy still. 

» 

i** 

1 In 1 1 iioirt. uingless, 

1 ink in this black shadh 
i4 t>, tin sindl hands 
\ t I 1\, tin> ]iulso God XMdili 

Th II irt Mt hut highness, then ^ 

1 h it h iic niijr*8ty : * 

1 Ik 11 di 'I'l on thy fair broir V 

nil f lint duwii flush 


(liil 1 unto urniK's dear, ^ 

K II now wo mirk UeaTenlk' 

D II iiK i wall the fume and 
An 1 J of btiUlo-mighh .KM 

'J h\ p df itln r IS he, 

1 IItill I’ope,—ho ha0e 
r.i" nj, It and men yottssl^ 

L ku un It tiled women, 



4 

^ J 


As stint ill wtrship thoe;"'^*,V'* 
1 in'-ilf (.%f n hast the StSgM 
Till ill of divinity ^ 

Minuic 1 with thy small sos^ 


I'ath gland old warrior 
t^uaids thcc, submiiNiiT^ prond; 
Mute thunders at tby door 
slcLp, th<it stiall wake most loud. 



/■('/•.J/.V /!y !\'C'/uA' HUGO. 


Around thcc foams tlic wi!*i 
Bright s(fa, the Jot fd kiin's, 

, .Hftppior wert thou, my child, 

t '1 ^ woods a bird that singi ! 

^ N. JI. TiLKMAN. 

tHE BLACK BAND. 

i* , ^ 

. - Part i. 

. 0 WAXj|ili^ 0 towers, 

; ^ columns, 

convents dim; 






mothers sought 
whom our fntltu-rs ioughf. 


>-V' .'"-r"' 

''P(3l^|^||^^|^'<|ilij| our pride, 

' l^itd oonrts of kings, 

. treasured banners 

' uiugs 

j^ump^ arches, 


grow never JuU. 


a grave; 

§1^0^ with ruthless bed 

Again, 

infant people, 
of pleasure and of pain. 

$ Yeati|^ of raoee dead, 

A sacred stream dried in its bed. 




I nr It. h / -/v/j 


1-7 


(M II tl) f 1 \i h(. 11(1 ih\ heroes 

90 

‘^ \ f lit \M ' 1 I >1 till ft 1\, 

<> \ i 11h\ III II il t<iiiplesi * 

'' II I I n lit t listi il 11\ * 

m 

I 11 11 in\ w ui«l i II ' fixitHtejui loUow'd 
li 1(1 t)i ili\ >.11 It unkitonn‘>- 
III \i nil I whose dating 

inn I *li IT sii (I i into a thitm#. 

\n ! 1 listi II li o\(ic>i6t 

Ins II will'll I r 3 ftorn (llfil {Milk* 


11 n iii\ t ) isjiiiMij imiAOy T 

Il \ t( \ nil Slid li II dreamSi 
( i Ik w niitvi sti 1 ] ( uirasSp 
\i i iiniislit i iimit so brightly 
1 > I ' tlijinl tin kniuhtljr MHuf} ^ s 
< I I i sw I 1 ( 1 rinJ with rust, 

Il k ■> iiK. tl ] Il i ( trnluti 
i 11 il sK ] s iii IK its tn uitlmg dtuit j[ 

I ] >( s I n t li 'inning Kpocd, 

W nh sj ms (I ^olfl, a wtogloss St<Md» 


I 1 \i till <1 i < lu, ind the }iath 
liK h liKK"' Its w iiKkiings in t|i 0 
'iiiL whose iiJi if> burifid 

Itdf nil Its nn ( nhu hood; J 
J I M t o tl« t nil n d bnds * 0 
W iiieii Clow 1 iiic irthltd roof by 
I [ FTisni^ till n s« pth liral t 

C itlni„' in then ^li'U fligl 
IJl ick halt ili( ns they- 
Aieuiid the tmicts of the ke 0 p» 




V\ 

4^ 


I Io\( tliL iw mantled tower 
hence bounds th»’ ‘c hran vesper bell, 
And o’er the bilcnt place of tombs 
'^tii (Is like a f nthful bcutincL 



i2% 


J'OJ 1/S /»y V/tIVA HUGO 


Tlie old fttouo ^ros'i with biokcn Mips, 
'Wlttnt veftty travoUcrs lo\o to ic-it, 
l^tlementod citadel 
^ HM|t jgiuiurda the Valley^ peat'cful, blest, 
Qvor all ite ehadows lav 
^ f li&e iNiRke g!igaotic bird of picy. 

I hgive ihe the marble court 
y^hsi^ clhtfinii eettnd across the lea, 
lQ|pthl|^ hflDf wh^te koights of old 
mve tfdd enide their panoply, 
pitted eaaommt blazing out 

night, 

tSl« where rest the bia\e, 

the Agee* flight— 

** that the steel-clad bia\os wh 

,YVl^|hnBllen rejoice and women wcl^j 

tJh4f^S|mriAg forest domes, 
Aitdi'^dhi|l^lar bend then head, 

seem to tell 
tilte mighty dead, 
gnats di&lodgo the btoncb-— 
strongholds rude, 

-Hbtring eagle 

I'^toar hungiy brood, 

aUeva hide their nest 
l<rfty crest, 

I Iflidlua swept 

^ ^ pinions fuo, 

heiiih|d%^ that speaks, 
of dayeef ^vsliy; 

'’^iMlns.ao dear, sweet France, to thee 
j[43ikiig|^j|hi^ts within their walls, 
majestio heroes 
through thy sacred halls. 

^ tithey are but shades of yore, 

Are shades of giants eveimore. 



Tin: T! ICK I'AXIX 


129 


Ms.'n of I’niiu’e, who lovi' her shrines, 

V'Hir (i'.kI will hloss iu every ago 
Tlie >A .1 will), in tlu* ilays of terror, 

S.n i", ill', f'liv-sires’liiritugc j • 

Si' ■ ia I vi’i'v fallen ^tono • 

A . I 'l e hi'iloji fr«)ni yuur walls, ' ' *' ' ‘, 

li. i 'I' ‘.I" restrain his lilighting hand, , 

(h v .. l),vi k to Kranei* her unoioUtG&a^ * 

I ;i\c MU'in'iry hack her spreading : 

Ainl hiT nM cimrl-; to hor 5*oitnk kinglj^V;;^^ 




Till') liLACK 

TABI a ' ^ 

III'Ui'.n hi'ill" l\IV ; 

I.'-iv'ii r thi'M' .rioiis ivlics in peace-to their 
!»‘"j. ill a:i unlf, where no friendly tear 

W Im'i-i 110 iii:\iiig el.iin-i' can rest on their perish^ 1 &!»g^l^te» 
f 'i- iinl.].', \.' I :ins M. .jraiid, inu'lc holy by TiWa, 

V. .Ill"-", ye m* a^]j.ist whii-h the present c^ea bafe: 


>ii.il;i' <*fl‘ the <hist of^our feet on a 


\ nil, 








1 i'a-j t.) watch over u catnp plunged deep In 

<))'. since ih'' iiiarch of our time iiiusi 
SlioiiM we not prraully romernber tlmt 
TiioMi that with valour unrivalled 

tl^oir cotlins, , ;) M'r ' 

And who, arraigning the dead, have 8a|^|a^|^ — 

•'loTioiir the bravest of hrave ! whom 
their glory 

i'vcr could venture to vie with, 
tonib-itoiics ; 

r.ones they have broken, and scattered to cvbiy gcutrier of heaven ; 
'I'oinhs they have rifled, and crowned themselves with the glory of 
conoMC'jt. 



1 




pa/-:Ms HY vjc'iuK ni’ao. 


Whence did they gain for their citeds of ditrin;^ kucIi bold iiispim- 

tiont 

Wm it ib* ^nothing^ they found after so much lab«)ur and 
* . ♦ 

M^uenoe on earth made t]i(>y s(']<uk-lin'.> 




Seeh^^^^^^^'idi^y in heave% had sj)ivad desolat ion I 
D^Oaii^^liljl^K^l^^tlke dend as nought bu^ an old fa'^cination, 

to the root of somr \oin)o rciiuratlon - - 

with n conrM;_'c .sublimo in iis 




the; might iwssibly vaiKiuish a 


B |lu^ thousands, in crowds rush eagerly for- 

\ '-r. 

__. _I.__ 1 _ _ __ 




;-J^S 




1, who never have Known any war- 


If^^T'lkieet with foes well worthy tlu-ir prowess ; 

walls, and there, tiierc are easlles in 


OABS neath these gates ;vrhich stand open 

’* or I 

m^ip^ried lay siego wdthont any danger ; 

that they rouse nut the ancient 


vV'' ' 
t*'’. rs, 




surely take them fc-r strangers. 




^ any trace of the ages departed, 

‘ 'Itesrts of those times all thought and 

encumbered with honours, 
too heavy for people who live in the present— 
What dobl.tw l^ast do for us, but cloy our hurr\ iug footstep.^ ? 
Out of the tilkie tho gods may grant, let us keep but the future. 


iKSf^ century wills to be lonely: 
ilk which have offered to time such 





nil-: Tiro js/..-Ly/)s. 


> 3 : 


Li't iis not hear any mure in prausc of our credulous fatliers ; 

'J’luy looked only at duty, but wo have our rights to consider. 

\\c have our yIiIucs asi well, for we can bring, the senf' 

fold; 

Wc ean asM-issuiatc priests, or shoot them .I 

Ail! ’tis, al.is too true that Franco, in tbfs 
Muutn^ her aiu ieut honour, and hope, £ptb%tl^^i^ 

Crime ha^ Virtue displaced, aiul nvon 
Just as the liramldo eHaccs the steps' pf 

^ /if* 

l‘itv the Mil row nf Franco, who, reft cl 
l."ses her majesty too, while her enSlh;i!fi» 
lhn<I her vi-sture asunder; her nakcdndM xtw 
l.ct ns not, lightly regard a mother so 
And while slie weeps for her glory, *ti8 
Veiled from her view upon earth, let ,ttS idi 
heaven, ^ 

Ne’er .shall our youthful Muse, tt, 

banner, 

Cleanse oil' the staiu of that dust with 
marked it. 


THE TWO 

Ti I! itu irhence he came, /will ItU |f0tiS^li|| 

1 . 

TircuE are two isles in 
With half the wide round^j 

5 ". 

Which, like the head.s of giffiD^ 

Frown forth u{>ou the 
And looking on tlicir-hill-t<Jpnhlp^|'^f:||M 
One feeds that God has phicad 

For some mysterious plan nhlmdi^V ' 
Their sides are with the lightning^ 

The ocean’s foam their fields have &rred, 
They heave with dread volcanic groan. 


IS 
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ror^Ms nv Vicroa iiuca. 



TUo 80 isles where ocean casts her s.j imv 
U pon the ratliless rocks so steep, 

Seem like two pirate ships tiiat sway 
. / roeewrandtored on the deep. 

thftt formed these islands twain 
trackless stormy main, 
mid sea and skr, 

had iJms-wiso dsaie, 
te he bom in one, 

erl^d^ there bis grave ! 
words shall still la* told, 
dr shores to lave, 
srm'lds have all grown old. 
aod dismal shores, 

e there pours 
^ df lytl^QS from afar; 
i^d the mountain’s side, 
the deep that ride, 
ia trampet notes of \Yar. 

lands, 



m Uieof at his breath, 
l|r:, amt-girt strar.ds 

and gave him death, 
not betr.iy 
natal day, 

a. 

id pass in peace, 
to its release, 
f should fall. 


’ ^^S^hat were his thoughts in youth’s sweet early jwiio.c 1 
'Wi»t were his musings at life’s closing time, 

‘ As‘roamed his thoughts o’er all that maJdeuing dream ? 



1^11 n\0 ISIANDS, 


*33 


Now could lie f(cl the cmptlnesa of fame, 

7 iiL tluoiie u limhlo, glory but a naniat 
11 >u ^ 111) iitd hollow doth afobitioo HMnat 


I \Mi 111 his (hildish dreams hftd 
<)i w n .111(1 Mctoi y and aii em' 
ill siv the Cl d(s fiom hisbimiieis 

W ith ( II ]!• piictic from the 
Ihc hlionts iud cries of ttutiijjeelr^ 
\ii<l th( loud \\ar songs of Ixit 




111 . 


3<!a 





y < 


r' I* 

i.y 








I >n;; luc \ iin kon * Let tbo dkmitl 

I u i ( 1 liiiiHcIf his kingly bto#" 

With th I kinjs foi slaTeSf 
Ki 1 till' iloin huodredi lK|n|jpiV‘ 

And mid impel i il Iloiiie*8 

II pi lilts ins 111 Mdiom infant's yoylt 

Ilii ciglcs spit id then pinioAt 
\i d to the tuinhling tubes h!i 
lit h TK 11 ) i)oi)di/e conclave and 

\ii 1 \Mtli his hi odstaioedflags: 

1 h( ticM cut of the Turk» 

Of i Iden (lo^s of haughty, 

The I pli in bronzed, the 
The \\ iilikc Polo iiith 
\ll lid to 111 go his wild ambitl0tai|i 
1 hi II (iih I iw his will, tb^ {s|i^ 

And maichiiig ’ncath his^sgs^ 

J he wt i}>ohs of a hundred QStiOlli 

Vn 1 M hi chit ^ he casts ae gO^dod 
A ki glom, pniK i ility or two; 

An 1 moiiarciis louiid hi& gates their watches keep, 
So that sctnit he re^ts in peaceful shade, 

A\ h it turn his '-word is in*its acabbaid laid, 

As fi'-luin in ^Illoug hia nets may bleep 






dame, 



voi I/s- /»Y r/c/i A in (!) 



Hw oyriu hath he built so far md hudi, 

He seems to df^cll %\ithm the ])c k i fill sk\, 

Where stonos c^n never icach, ik i t< mix s{ n 1 1 
Tliongh ntvlemeath his foot ttio Ion K lu n\( n, 
The thunders in their cour«>Ls m tlu lie ucn 
Qlennt snail his angel-^ardcd he id 


IV. 


desr npwatd , durcn foith 
d^JISStpon oar ocinnion o u th 
^ Itlligs their foe row ml 
4^0ilata him m that lomh 1 uid, 
ah* the fallen moii uch li md 
surer ceaseless gu.ud 

those idle, listless diis, 
t^Unset hour ith cm mus 4 i/c 
the sun’s declining 1 i}s ' 
lidaoe and sad he paud the lx icli 
lRI$a]i8 his dream some ] ulci ^ s] i lcIi, 
him hack to th it h 1 1 ] 1 1 (.< 
arxftth now mi. ton s loid, 

IreStt thtne who just bcfuie aduicd 
him as if a god 

litpt^Dor vengeance and ti l dm 
I tho heart within, 

SOUlob’twcie with ch istciiin.M 1 



V. 

Hiate, vengeance, maledictions s 10 
^E^ham heaven and earth in one vast floe 1 outi out, 
see vre low tho great Colossus bent, 

O, may he e’er regret, alive or de id, 

The bitter tears*he caused the woiH 'shed, 
And all the pncclcss blood for him w 15 spent 




POKA/S DY VJC'IOR JJl'CO. 


Bat older grown wo lo^he the sweets our sjiirit-jsou'jlit, 
Af]|4 looking on oar life, by sad exi»ericnce tauuhi, 

V‘; ’^vlf^oo Ittte* too l^te I” wc wail. 

tb’fdtoi&k^rons heart at foot of hei-i't, 

iilitt'# heart with fierce 

'ne*er shall fali, defvini; time, 
clothe its nlojies, on high 


around its summit lie, 


C ^^istrays who thinks to reaeli th'* sky, 

l^th his mazy w'ay wonhl try. 

(ire scene is changed beneat h your feel; 
llt'^bftcured by forests deej), 

|ji*4track is seen, and raging torreiilslcap, 










wo view, * 

fair and bright, 
b|ood-rcd hue 

P^lplplm are diglit. 

now downward thrown, 


is shown, 
by all, 

ago would see, 

'_t--....... 


^ ago wouia se 
was Victory, 

fall 


apon his fall. 

assailed, on winter’s night, 
teor stars, with aspect w an 
Vduaja down his nets in sad affright, 

, l^is f^cy sees the eliief of yore 
In shadow stand on yonder shore, 



\ ( 0/ \//l I illL\ 


I V 


\\ Mh h Kit. I un I kingly form, 
\iul ih iks ih it%he untkOtiled Boul 
n >\\ ih( (Hum 

A'y oiiLt ht luled Itbe battla storBOu 



VIII. 

Mti) i_li in •11] 1(1 sf, two i^leB iM VtSIt 1 ^#^ 
<>i >11 I') 1 li tin litl luadt hiB fBfHQlt# 

OiH i( li s bii ith \s IS (‘iveni 
J Ji il 11 uiti uliti li oil h IS hold thB 
^}i til s'ill h >111 hdi t ) sf.a wifehin tllBMI 
I > k tn 1 < lid (1 )th still romaltt* 

> sli ts iht fmy sin 11 by murdevottll 
\\ 1 1 li till )u^h tin' intiiky sky ita blattitllg* 

On Ml in nt i hai \\ itli death, tt b 
\i 1 Mum, like \ i line K\\o>pingai|t 
\\ it') out tutdir 1 wni/H and thloM 
In \Mi ck Did nun hulls it down. 

1 1 in the \ ist 111 1* ti ^ mouth dark 
\\ Ini e los , *1 'i lU'-ti ot hie and 
' 11 k th idl}' ponduous ^lob , which 
And where the sh ittcied sheU in 
And, dealing death aiouiiJ, m bttdi 
And night and bileiiec cover alk 



IN ( JiriazY VA 

I 

Fmh V dky, IK ith yonr tiUll ohd 
V w 1 n*p er mu'* ng sits, sad aBai 
\n I " I ^ 1 nd (h I'^ing bud amid 
1 o 1 11 1 ntc 1 10 ds and rccds 



’li^ thus 111 111 flers fioia man, and offc Ih youfck 

longs som th ] n? (, brave heatts 80 true and warm , 
The wtikl} ie{ 1 tl it rjUKkly breaks, m truth, 

Ts ^leath bk'«t, though victim to the Btorm 



ruEAlS EY VICTOR HUGO. 


O.’STaJe t the wanderer prays for that bb'st ^ale 
^i«^teor© and weary he woiid rend th'* veil 
the,goai would end his woes, 
tfotac dusky rays disclnso 
treeless and [mIc, 
it ehow& 


lie drags from woo to woo, 

p^leeling he doth know, 









J'O * J \ I,(. I 


il 


Doaf ia tho car of alt ilitf icncllol owl 
To sorrow'a aob^ althon^li ita ( nl li I 1 1 
Batter tbau long nt Jub m i lit > )\v, 

1iel{it ibe Indigent and taisc thr 1 )\ 
i ^ tn^ tbe WieM to forsake his i\ 

^And find tV fodostrious aork fioiu i f > d i} ' 

those Uoms ale i 1 
wasted at the li *>1 d I n «1 

licautiL'^' in I ul 

" And Vice has no cotiti < I , 

furlntU to sin. 
khastc, so pint \m«Iiim - 
ino’er thrcitiiu i I 1 tin, 
us, mid m 1 k)s h I t 1 » 

ty n huudu I 11 
» 0 t a thoiHan I c i n n 
pregnant witli i 1 n* 
cheer the d > i u i it - 
while join Mil II 1 ' 

r, boinchs^ •'uk n ' il 

) you all lots It u , 
maof blNs, vnii c\ts 
poa to tin, bkus 

f^fo* Lull gill'iiu tl lit, 

Wc, folKw 111 join trim ,— 
ehui>s ,in 1 in \om c ii 
g tlim s> but 1 '• riitio , 
n.imom<d ol thi. hjht, 
of leith} 11 h ni^ht 
ye tnerel tbithcr, did jc km m 
P retchea walk the strett^ till „ i u \ \ „ 
Whose gcagaws ghttii ni llu. 4I u 
r great lustie, all ctj t.t mt tl '•t 
^ ’Watohiug tilt pisjnii iioMd with , I til 
Till due thti! lo\e, or lubt, or &h mu. in ii hi i 



u /v\ J\ ) V f / / y I ^ii L\J\ if r /. i, i 

Or with I’ommii jiand rago, 

1 !.t \ uuiik tho I to^icsb of yuar cqutjwg^i 
Vii I tlu .r (k’» I It fill life obsuys tho whild 
I i.Diok tiicir ^oc bcucath » slid^y sqaiili^l 



V Kill I'N UN A TMIMIiSH 

\\ ii ir. ih\ < (lies of the oUlen 
Ot II V i )<)\ to list the ringtug 
J Ii >' J 11 hflll ^ll.lllll 111 of 
\ 11 {il i 11 null 1^' where the 
\ ili.^li ot mil ii<( tidiun glow 
( nulit fiotn r« ted Kune of 
'i'ht < iiiMie, rhf> • iiiik .1114 ohitne! 

1*1 • nipt h<‘i iidtOlolls to fiersoaify* 

U IS the in di and fn 1 i hour,i 
Ill ^ime of \ii 1 dm iii dancing 
A [ |) ilin^^h, i ( n>\ Il e fitio afld ^ 

A', of .1 door opi 1 in “ th’ ii 
S’u* roini >’ o\ 1 (liow^y roofil, 

.''h.ikuig her laj), of »ilv’ry mttlOO 
Homing without leiuoibe the 
Til •J'liig like JOYOUS hird willi 
Qim’iiiig like dart that ircmlbl 
By a frail il “tair, whose 
Boil's het ^I'jht foulfall, tim’c 
In iniiucLiit (jitravcgancc ofglet' 

'I lie graceful clf alights from 
' Vhile the null k bpirit—thing of \ 

As now she goca, now como 8 | me 
iJc^ctndb, tho 0 delicate degrees upcag^ 

Ilciira her melodious spirit frmn step to step on. 



Fraui^t ihiya-inf. 


t 










• f iii\ s IK fuiu. 

iu\ soft refrain 
N>ft ht.il brtn^: 

For, t) umil mine, tbo fiOwy \ 
\\ it)i thy pure heattit lliN|J|l 
And with thy wittfif/j ' 

Of pi'ta fiMhirfoikniy 
l>oin lu ith ^on low 
W hitli >ot were 
I hciuds and 

\ on d II k billows haTO III 
J'hc slonny night t 

tlu'\*jo drifted. 

if tf w 

^CLl iftiiafrotDM 
bl ick ^bles old, 

\ciddnt vioods, meads 
Nor the hil\(>r smoke 
Throui^h sunsoi 


S i 


.. •» • 

itiyiis 


I’l'jt their ujos the 
•blnvitij^ still itself to 

From the wild wiadj^\J 
IIootcuH, sobbing, ne’fllr^ 

L} es that late wpre 
By earth so kmdLI^ 

De.iths shoals are tbeyt^ 

Still fiu'ii wave to waswl 
lu ebb or dow- 
N< if r shall they readh 
Oil thor brotis dawn 
Shall brightly 

For their dtad fall silent teiilk 
Ah ' our b tier grief and thein" 
Is but one gnef. 
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Wc are in tlic watery s|iin'e 
Tbo same bark that endt) its race 
Oa the same reef. 

, * II. 

<AptaU)S, iiGa-boys siaall, 
IK> a voice tlotli call, 
a prayer, 

tv unauaweriuL' tides, 
eQtrer fish quick j;;lidcs 
tangled hair. 

fathoinless, imidld, 
i4HMMDa8 doth one behold 
a breath, 
most horribly 
In the staunch I Css sea 
Ijmllra death. 

in. 

' the barren coiust 

of loved ones lo-t, 
hearts that yearn ; 
to daap that tbrm 
by calm or stoim 
itiVttr return. 

I ^t»a8 a cbil.i! 

: then, still tie' wild 
jlbws rave; 
bide, even, night, 
is alight, 
htosave I 


^ __|!OHe: **Ere suniiiier s gone 
be 'esbwe, James, John, 



^ Louis small; 
the lipe grapes darkly glow . 
But the night-wind answers low, 

® ** Browned are thev all! ” 



/V/ / /S/ t/ /A/£/\M/ 


M7 


\) I ] ‘ lu tho storms 

Si iw II i I L — lo, thoso lofod forms 
I iu\<inisliMI ^ 

I ook w hi II c \ 0 dies on tim WWf«^ 

1 %er\ h lion IS n grate 

hence comes ahead** ^ 

c 

It. y 

It 11 \ r n n vti ry waste b’CllsWa ^ 
I I I tlni hfM\in their souls 
l> t K {Inmod for bliaa 
I \( rv 1 Il( n IS a grave; 

0 im d \i \ct every wate 
A (11 ilc IS 


k 






't 


Till 11 \sT OF FBBKDDIL 


li n nil 111*111 c nt (ustom I'^'Os Ihes^ef ’ 

I III 1 (* I itli I [iiihlitf baugueS 
II (,iti kiiunii I tilt “I III Itost.”- 

t V ^ 

J llifi KINOS OF IKIIMM ti "V ^ 

W in s tilt ( 111i'»»i ms ntic doomed 




]>\ tl not m 1 till ] rcCtor, cooibiSled. 

\*i 1 i liti ms <<iU 8 P, ’ <•? 

I nth t i \ I It ni.ih the vast Col 
(f itiittc I th 11 !•( I I ked on, and thgyi 

Or “ tin rto| It's'* applaoiK. ^ t 

On tho evt of thit n of their evoningi tbe^lT' 

\i the t5 itta (if tilt 11 Inij^um a };,orgeoiis 
Ilieh, in '■I lilted, an])riced| 

1 hat the doomed niielit (I'otsooth) gather strength ere they bled, 
ith lu Ignorant pit^ the gaolers would spread 
For the miu>u of Chiibt. 




POEMS JiY VICTOR llUCu, 


Oh, ’tWM strange for a pupil of Paul to rei-liuc 
oouch, while Falemian uinc 
his‘ cnp to the brim ! 

Greeqe, Asiatic repose, 

Italian rose, 

' Ji* I ^ 












¥fm 


|||(iPtMgtiihe earth’s wi<lc oxp.iusc, 
forth to enhant'o 
that they gave : 

|lb$ in the lap of delight, 
pPiWW as welcomed that night 
^l^lhe grave. 

WT ''/“i ,-■' 


K-.- 




R shboli^his ponderous cliaiu, 
tiger, impatient to stain 
^ty arena; 

line, who"applauded those deeds, 
enjoyment, must needs 
B ^r.aisstleBS hyaena. 

on that ultimate eve, 
IpwISlSW!^ were destined to give 
mplllii^liieir food; 

a slave at that board, 
„, i^ mp8^W&'all that life can alibi'd, 
IMi^idainlpterm stood. 

! was your banquet of pjwcr, 


cm your festival hour— 


that it rings ! 


p^ is decreed, 
ttiteptt^iean hunger will feed 
d. Jmnquet ef King 's / 


' “Father Prout” (Frank S. Mahonv). 















rOEMS liV VICTOE IJCCO. 




.VOS/iS OJV THE H/IE. 
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POEl^iS liV VICTOn livco. 


, Yo whose proud hearts disown the wsivs of licavt!» : 
; humble 1 for its power is ui^h : 

iJhiinieli a cradle shall redeem thy worth- 

save the widespread earth 1 '■ 

Dtthliii Unin-rsity 




' > 




*, t. ’X 

" ' 'V / 

BlilDE. 

Bake of Brittany 
’ loned his harons bold— 

^(^xoidee a fearful litany! 
you will not meet any 
of giant mould. 

dwell in donjon keep, 
P^Ssi'Olad knight and peer, 

A aro girt with a iiioal eut doe]) 
^j;6||cel in soldiership 
11 ^ loved oymbalccr. 

^^l^tiymbals, forth ho went, 
h|h'hold and gallant bearing; 
he w'as meant, 
with courage blent, 
of gold hes wearing. 

since then I feel 

If creeping; 

recommend his weal 
- . '^li jg^iaidian^ngers keeping. 

V * i 

/I've b6gi|d 0^ abbot Beniardiue 
' i . His prayeom not to relax; 
to procure him aid divine 
I've burnt upon Saint Gilda’s shrine 
Three nouuds of virgin was. 




THE (’ J WfE. J LEEK'S EKJDE. 
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Diir Lailv of Lorotto kuowa 

Tlio pilirrimago I’ve TOwed; 

“ 'I'u woar tlio scallop I . . 

If iioaltli and safety fromIp^. ^ 
M V lover be allowed." 




/t»V, 




\o K'llt'r (fond aifectioo^a 

Kroni him could I re^uil^ 

Tiio ]Min Ilf absence to aBamk||^p^^S 
A Y.-uvsal-maid can have ap pig^S 
A liegoman has no squhftti' 

'I'his day will witness, Wltll^tliO^Wlddl 

■' , ' ^br.fXi 

Mv cvmbalcor’s rettini': 

(lladncsH and pride beam in 
Ueluy my heart impatient 
All meaner thoughts 1 

Hack from the battlefield 
lli.s nner 

Come, let ns see, at the 
The martial triumph past fnt ||^ 

• With the princes my 

W'c’ll have from the n 
* Of the airjiis sto<Ki 
Ills pruud nock swcUi^ ' 

And on his liead uticeasin^'jlpli^j^^l^^P 
In a gorgeous tuft, 

Be quick, my bisters! drOst^^ 

Come, see him bear 
With laurels decked, with 
While in his bold handi^ 

The sounding cymbaIt:os|^i4^S?<! 

■;v 

Mark well the mantle that 

Embroidered by hu brid^^ ' ’ 

Admire Ids burnished helmet’s glare^ 
O’ershadowed by the dark horsehair 
That waves in jet folds wide ! 
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The gipsy (spiteful wench!) forctoM, 

Q' 5 With a voice like a viper hissin* 
|^I%ough I hed crossed her palm with gold), 
, That irom the fhnks a spirit bold 
‘v 'i - Wealth® to^ey found mihsinir. 

BO much, I trust 
■'^bids may prove untrue; 
tomt> the hag aecuivt 
lh?epare thee for the worst ! " 
lamp burnt ghastly blue. 

ii^ls shall not ]>rcvent. 

^4: £ tain hear the drums! 

’ 'f f ' 

l^l^l^llbm silken tent 
avery eye is bent 
tifiNl^alcade that comes ! 

ihg on both flanks, 
try; 

tri^di their armour elaidis, 
barons lead the ranks— 

:fA gallantry! • 

the priests admire: 
on white steeds ; ^ 

their attire, 

t U V'"' ^ 

ibifiance of >8ome sire 
^ t heroic deeds. 

^^ynim’s dark divan, 
next advance; 

Ijihlbonds of Lausanne, 
in battle van 
t foes of France. 

ludl tibe dnki^ with radiant brow, 

P ' % Girt wi^ his cavaliers; 

bis triumphant banner bow 
‘. 'il^oile of his foe. Look, sisters, now ! 

\ Here come the cymbaleers ! 








j. L ujjyj 


^^H)lvo —with ii clung eyo surveyed 

11 (.11 1 inks— then, pal^ aghest, 
ink 111 tiio ctuwd > Death in ai^l^ 
’ 1 w l^ uuu \ to that loving^^ttaid—• 

J/u tv nhnlfers hadjpa9itd/ ^ * 

‘ i’UHKR PnotTP** 


THE aiANH 

( Ml M > 1 t to ijiy talc if you will* 


Dwciii I I ( ) i.mo but a brook, mj 
til ml 

t i Im n limbs m the snow, my tnoilM 9 ir 

U liik Ill} 1 itliii huiu <if> three bearHskioi 

\hi he isthui^i 1 si!i(cthc.ti* for now,likft 4 
11 (1v 1 ^ MK w white h cks conceal the 
Uc< h s hi ♦m iijjth fioni the earthed 
^ 'i”- 

\\ h ch ni i\ (.i\c as a btafi to bupp<nt Hi 

hut n jw 111 Ills phcc I pobstbs his 

1 haAc his il xks and his herds, and to 
1 or when 1 si ind in tiie valley, 1 rest 
\iid when 1 bre ilhc from afar, I can beti^ JjlApgvll 




L U 


iNMi Isb In 

p 


kT;' 




\iid when 1 bre ilhc from afar, I can 

^^hllc I v\as btill but a }outh, on the rocks 

Making a wav for rn}'-clf, while on hig^ mj liOlid like a mountain 
Piciccd thiou^h the clouds, and often eepyin^ the flight of the 
e'l.^’cs 

Up m tho III irens above, in my hands would as captive enthrd 
them 



iSG 


roi'iM.s r.y iyc7(^A‘ nrco. 


Gladly I fought with tiic etoim at it8 hci;:ht, wliile the hiXMin of 

Iho wind, and stopped the Hash of the liirlitiiini: ; 

some whale in the deiiih of the 




.OttMUIa 

looh its immensity stirred like a teiM]ie>t. 

lIrsM' the chase with a lartuintv H' lie r< aM 


sea, or the hawk thin;," hieh in the 
him to (lentil \\ilh<‘ia Mnvid- 



break the teeth of the lvii\ and tl 


le 


^0 follow the games of my boy- 

its grim siirroiimiite^^s del lit me. 
wailing to me arc beautiful mn ie, 
mw the pleasantest means of awaking. 

l^lb blood, while the turbulent rush of the 
(o^g, carries all in a whirlwind before 


then, like a bird of ill omLii, 

%isye of those roaring battalions. 

tlXHC who mows d >wn t!ie fuU-ripened 

----- ” - 

■'. _ __^ ^T... - 

surrounded bv dtatb ai. 1 df'.tiiw 


with shout and with t ! iv^ iV<.<. 

' ^ght arm,' 

Sbpm^^ bit than a club cut out from an v>ak (d li.e h r. 'T. 

Naked I always inarch, for I mock at those >oldi..-s in aruK nr, 
Fitted only for camps, who quail at my \ai ui t;: .m; han: ; 



THE HA!.I.AD OF THE NUN, 


Nuiiirlit ik* I carry in battle except my Btout^ well-scasoucJ n^li 
piko, 

NoML^lit do I wear but a helm you might draw ten yoke of 


oxen. 




^^(■rdl.‘^s a I..r! to bosicoo with laddetn 
1 cm • a'ily break the links in U) 

X(jr i'< the bra/cn ram wanted, sinee I 

tllClM. 

Lovcl the w.ill.s with the dust, and 

fr.ieliii'lits. 

but whfii my last hour is come, and I 
( 'nmra le.'', from ravenous birds I pray yott 
And, 'nnd.-i the mountains sublime, whioll 

heaven, 

( hose out a s]iot where tho strang^H?'xntp^ 
buried!” 





•fill-; liALLAD 

Cu.MK y>m wliose eager. 

At Jays of legcnc^y 
Aii'l [ will sing 

Of l)(aui Padilla del 
She came from Alanje, 
merry children 


And from the hedges plnolf ^ 


And gambol all tho 




(iirJs, your red i' 


Tho bull will paM'4^|P4'^^iw^/* ' 

J ■ft'A J- J ^ ' ' 


r , { 

In fair Grtii'ida and Seville 

Arc maidesis found, both bright and gay, 
IVho to tho vviiiftfrtjrcd tale of loiro 
Will gladly listen night and day; 



POEMS n y VICTOR Jli CO. 


And wander iji the dewy evo 
- With many a stalwart cuvalicr; 

' A&d give tho kiss and fond cmbraco, 

^' When th#0W€et talc of love thev hear. 


' -Plfda, your red etc. 

loVB could never charm 
listening oar, 
than hers was Hcon, 
fSjunned each cavalier 
hours of night away 
^^^^fe^__poplar’8 grateful shad.', 
how to gain the heart 
Spanish maid. 








1 ^ your red aprons, etc. 

8 or stories gay * 

Ic from those soft lips, 
88 an answ’cring ray 
lords and cavaliers 
h eager looks each day, 

your rod aprons, etc. 

is sculptured "fane, 

^ earthly chain; 

claimed her of right, 
hw looks gave no one pain, 
urepi that fair Padilla’s face 
Would ne’er be seen on earth again. 

' Girls, your red aprons, etc. 


THE EAlHAn OF TilK Sl'X. 


paut ir., 


Slio murniured : “ Afar from fcjbe worldly 
I can livo and cab pray 
Wi)!it n boon and wh^ 

(•m my knees at His 

With kind angels to 
And to drive those bad 
Who arc ever opposed to 

ihit she scarce had retired 
When Love slyly Stole to 
Fur a brigand of 

For a brigand will 8omel3|IBi^tij||^ 

AVber< ilie mOvSt polis}xi^||Sp|iP^^^^| 
And vainly she strove 
Nor were vigils and 

lie was rude and iini iiiiltf 
Xo glove masked those. 
lint Jjove’s a hard riddle 
Ah ! who can its seCfe|Sf|^i|iMp^^M 
The hind will abandoa 
To follow the boar to 
And filled with a love for 
Was the heart of 

Girls, yoor 

Disguised in the hermit’s djurs'lilih^;'' 

Or with cross of the Tempta^ OH br^t^ 
The brigand would steal to the gates 
Of that haven of sanctified rest* 




ifo 
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Bjf bkill and by cunninic 

They met to exchange tlx* foiul 1 
When no one their sccict might guess, 
Or witness* their moments uf bliss 

your red apnms, ttc 



The hi her frenzy of h>% ( 

i$ere« so tbo clmmuks tell, 
iSohsM Teronica’s fc( t 
^ WIlMgaiid, the servant of In 11, 

htfUit when the hi lek i uens (10 ik, 
mlchial 1 ind, 
in flight, like a cloud, 
ah^ tho daik 1 iiid 

your red apimis, etc 

Padilla, one uiclif, 

^ the vows she h ul in i h, 
mkn yielded to Satan’s d .i v w i v ^ 
Iwm when the dim tape is f i h , 
yhfhfok where she’d taken lit I'vowb, 
to the demon gav o m iv, 
jhhdews of night dis ippi aied 
first pallid dawn of till di} 

your red a[uuus, etc 

appointed foi love, 
MftkSfWpt down to tho inve, 
Wa^im4)kithe name of the wretch 
' Whohaill||ade her of S\tan a sl.vve. 
But instead of his voico it was thunder 
That hurst on her tciiiflcd e.n 
« For the vengeanoe of heaven h id come, 

^ And stem retribution was ncai 

Gills, jom ltd apioii", etc 




IHF r in ID OF THE nin 


Autl sadU the shepherd now tells 
Of the wMth of the Spirit BivinSy 
Ab ho p )mt8 to the raoulderiim 
hith the i lose creeping IVjr 
\u I to two ruined towers^ 

Vu itefiilly cropping 
An 1 lu (toms himself un fej 
Ilow the whole ssd event 
• OitH yogr red 

I i, whin night hovers ovaAMHi 
Viul daikms its Wide^gwdiy 
1 iiose tow n't into vast gitnts 
\s the nuht bird its boiCMT 
\ii(l c ills to its fellows to 
\nil 11} in i vast 0^'*^ 

Oil lull, tnil o'er dale^ luS|i 
Oci pibbly stream 

\n 1 d midnight a nun witlpi^^H^P 
(iccpb stealthily out 
And t iIK, IS blic Steals 
On the II line of the tnilO 
Thin inoihcr glim pbat)|CNfiy||n^W 
And > unly iip[irii'n t(1 CWtfwBmESl 
lion collars are hxe^ on 
And fcttcis embarrass 

The quivering ilamo of ti& 

Comes and goes with 
Now hiding beneath SoniS 
Now moving to left, tbeale^allHH 
It shines on the top of a tOWSfe^ TTx 
Then tiemblcs beliiod an eld 
And ever within its faint layW 
A wan spcctial crowd seems to wait* 
Girls, }our red aptoii% etc 



I 


loi Mil i y U( foi j/i o 



To meet m one long, fond ciu1)t n , 

The epectres endoAiour agim, 

A eb^ ijt fire seems to cn h rap tin m , 
attempts arc in \ im 
o*tit graves of the uood 
ibe hsUo\i^ ptcciiH ts Mitii M 1, 
at the foot of a , 
tagonlsed spirits arc found 

Qiiii^ jour red a])ion<> < tc » 

ever utiieal, 

attempts th it tin m lUe , 
fiset tlie stu|)8 V iuhIi iw I \, 
shatter and break, 
slfil do they ro iin, 

Its of all effort, L III t la \ 
la^AMcead the charmed st in^, 

Tf and then iiuiiibk i\n 
your icd aiuuu^, etc 

and dismay, 
out thiou.li tlu n _i T, 

Vfldijr spread out lat^ii, 
tlie left and tlio ught 
staitoaso auain 

aftSfAs every effort the^ m ike, 

^iM^rsath the^ light ticul 
“ leSitn to quivei and bhaki 
your red aj)ion>> etc 

tain in torrents pours doiin, 
firail lattice iiaue, 

adad aohoM tiaough the d imp i iultb, 
beneath the old fane, 
apes! firom the belfry imgb out, 

.!SF6t the ¥ork of a moital man’b hand, 
idling and hideous laughs 
An beard from a grim deinou bind 
Guk, }our led apron*', etc 




J!ir h tn ID OF JUF ACV. 


'1 ilcii the ^olLO of a man and a woman 
iluii; our tlitoui;1i the dMi^Heu 
‘ Vh, whui \\*11 our |)uniablH(e9l^ 

\h, AN hen nniII our burtMh''j 
I’ut eternity cornea to no^ 

\nd iiexer tiNcay will H 
i 11 the ( UkW of old Ume 
Viul never leA’erses the 
tin Is, yonr retl 
'I hen torments, alas! 

For each eomas a 
'1 hat with cijicnieas 
\nd follows m vain 
And still thcN toil on tm IbW; 

Is lost 111 the mornii^g;^ 

\\ h) n tho liood of tbeinl^j 
Beats down on tha 4hii' 

(iirls, your 

H 

\ud the truN oiler who 
Ihis ciiucd spot in thf'^ 

\^k» m \um, os he 
When will hcavenVi 
\nd i hcry-tongued 
\\ Inch ufxni some €34^ 

'1 he names of the two 
W ho ai e doom'd to * 

Girls, your 
1 int holy nnn Saint fI 
'1 o saNe Kotiic fair aonl eit 
( ommanded this legend be 
In each church in'tbe 
And hy priest and by -ftij 
Is rtj)eatcd to tliis vwyr * 

As a wan.itu' to cveiy young taaid^^ 

How J'adilhi, the sweety went aatnijy. 

Onl), } our red aprons, etc. 

OlLDXRT OaSlFBELL. 



10 ? 
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SONG OF Tin: Ko\ 1 It 

flw score of CMmstiaii li juu h 

* 10 our hold, 

, men of noble biith, 
lih looks of goM 
hMtly scourers of tiir bci, 

^ hearts so bMV( and sti ti_ 
oarsmen Htatiiu h uul ti ic 
oar barque iion^ 

^^iSMpy^Mirroat’s rugg( d \> dN 

Utat floKci, 

oars* light s] t sh, 

-no time for jjr v) t r or li \, 
nas fuiu lud stion. 
oarsmen at luiich au i tnu 
our prize along 

4o not struggle so > , 

Sjt hlowmg fall, 

old prison house 

loves the fresh joiiug di ums 
to you belong, 
oarsmen stuiiich ai i tiuc, 
tm our prize aloug 

«ell she strove to fly, 

^ ^ slavee of hell, 

ft Kihy tnais» bat we can swear, 

A Wo serve oar nwBter well 

* In spite prayers w c bore her ofl, 

A meny laughing throng, 

And eighty oarsmen stauuLh and tiiu, 
WiU speed her swift along. 



1 K I thi furor for her toars, 
V't (]< \ 1 c i( (ki!) the flower^ 

\iirl in in\ i { ursc OUf lad JVlll gi' 

1 o j 1 u i hci m hiS bowM; 

^o nuirc for bertha 
No more the aUilMt' 

Ah eighty oftretton 
\\ 0 speed our 




PIIANTOm ' 


1. 


Ti w in in) im (lens fair, alfM t 1*^11 JMtt. 

i iii( uni (III, f^r Deathisiuiith^s* 
PoK ith tlu (IIIling scythe 
\nllii|ip\ ' im (M fluatiQg lig 
ill iloM flu tloMeis\\ltharl 

*'”*?*'* 

liM gliding ihiongh t1ie wdil 
I ii. h J.tning n ish hath 
\ii 1 \.i 111 in tilt spnng-tima <" ' 

Mint liiir tilt apple treee wlt^ 

\n(l nip their t( nder bm}a ^ 

ttH e\t * Wan night d 
\T li ngtli wt wake in 
I h luh crott is fill e>ery 
Vt the gicat feist, lioon nunt^f! 

Viid eiiipt) scatb are left 




li 

In mniiy h i ms IN e s?cn them dhl |i One 

\nd ro'sc , one ti tin cd m thoag^iMI heavenly thin 
One f(chl\ di X1 ( I like snovdrQp in <he n%ht, 

And like the hic ikmg bough when bird takes flight, 
Fi om her rent lx>dj so her soul took wings. 
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Aw one with fren7iod glance and f hm (>. vm v)ji 

In whispered tunc'» an unLuuwti n iin , 
Onrlihe wni^tes pf music sweet did i }i m^'e, 
inothetl^wS^ i* though her c^e did laiu'e 
I lolheaTett, and thus her an^'t 1 

j 

IriM that die as soon •i'. s]>ring 
uradle is the oceau'o) 'swell, 
on Aurora's wnu 
Idiglff h whom all \iitii. s dw* 11, 

Autumn’s time, youi mmi idi 
in the dark I duMiinuL' ‘sti i\, 
tlmy hear mo and upl} 
in the twilight grc\, 
trees in fading day 
i]^ of the iinmoi t il eye 

ip with zn^ caith hound v iil 
worlds are ovtithiuwn ' 
t 'wUx theur auioole, 

^eeaeh the hca\enl\ goil, 
^^h&Ye human piissi oii- kniiwn 
to my tl.lIKt d III 1 I, 
ao and hcsus tUtin six ik ' 
shry figures w md, 

^twno trace bchiiid, 
s^d^hen I rcmcmhiuiicc seek. 



I; *tvss a Spanish m u 1, 
no impious laptures ht\i\td, 
aim's soft languor pi i \cd 
Knd nimbus bright dit>pl i\ed, 
Summers interweased. 

lov^ idle died, for her yoium heart 
»-< l&I^BW not as yet of either love or woe; 
fTnplAnl^ed that tender breast by Cupal's dai t ; 
yrm an men cried, ** Sweet maid, how fan thou art ‘ ’ 
None ever spake it her in accents low 
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\V!nt oausoil hrr iK'afh 1 Balls, dances, daezUng balls— 
rih v fill«'(l luM- soul with ecstasy and|c»y.| 

III <In>-uti uiui thouLilit she glides thnMmpi ^dsd halls, 
'I'ii.' rhvtliinn- music her whole 
Ami rcwls even her 


v-‘-' 



I'ff.V i> 

I . 


'i'li'Mi L'au-iy baubles,—^jewels, 
llibbous, ami watered silks dl 
s as airy as an insect's 
\\ r atiis, bouquets, Boshes, 01^4' 

Mi^lit please a child when 

'riif ball begins. She with her 
Ami opes her fan within her 
Ati<l then mid cushions soft • 

A^ tloats tlie j<tyoiis music from 
J-'illiujj; her bounding heart 

She was all joy and gladness and' 

She briuditennd our sad lot h 
For not at t' t’iab dance are aU 
And oft is vilkon dress with 
Ami x^'arv feet tiro ere 

but she, borne round and roui 
Again returned in brcath1es%'|i 

r. . • TJ * - 

1 lie soft sweet niusic did 
Where, gems and flowers, and 
Mingled with noise of feet 

0 joy ! to leap unheeding in 
To fed in mazy dance 
'I'o know not if on clouds yon 
dr to the earth or to the 
ilevolving under foot or 

AViien thnniL'li the windows ^ 

One morn, she waited there 
Siie shivering shook, while her bare slM^d^ on 
From the dull east a deadly breath hath blown, 
With killing bl.'ist of a cold bitter wind. 







to find; 



POI MS h\ \ K Jdf lit t.,0 


What sorrow on the morro\ ili lo I < f 11' 

» CkKid'bja to laughter, dreg's, imi d nu i i 1 i , 
dreai7 totigh succeeds to son^<)tct s s] 11, 

^ Jiud fever'a %vm tVe rosy chanus < \jh I, 

And «t^ii 7 eyw are quenched lu ^ \d nnu st 

So lovely, h vppv, \( un ' ’ 

Xi0ii|j|^dblfi iMnr cherished nicuiuty ni tk< p-< <■ 

I atUsmothcrituUU tmiih' 

from the giy ti()\\d u k iu', 

I hid ih)m mort il (.>t 

foi the d.mu ol Ih \t!» 
monster her to win 
aoed her blow .\iih ]ltc^t 1 1 ib 
iffin blossoiuoth, 
the dark, d.tnk tomb withii 

that on suclt fi nl lu I 
[ of !o\o miho din^ 1 1 \ 
did'st thoii M i» 11 1 

'ateh, and imi s(, > > 1 

llsh, trickling i( n 

if fho loM h 111 I 
I for aoiins (ijipill n_ tl iiglit ; 
here sadh slit w 1 n 1 
dread nm,u lan’s nd, 
iier m qiu iiant^d spot 

At||M|^dNiBtoa with horrid gnu 
jyMil vapts in her dcai iniithci 'toil, 
Aiid'^ pd a^fatl ^ hiss on bloodk^s bkm, 

loan hai da her hiii with i, 
wsavbg tresoos u! Lci ht id 

S^hiptt to the goldiA dance she le ids the w i\, 

^ Whore ghosts whirl round aud round in in i i Knmir m /c 
Tht moon looks down with an astoiitslud i 
And liinM rainbow in the cloud! \ud gn. v 
Sheds o*or the silent sky a mystic blare 



T.iE EIin'TION OF VESVni S. 


f. 


rv. 


n vhi'jn ‘iuoh festive ^^0^I 

I’oinler the htui v «if this Spanli(lt, 

W;tli cnirer heart, nu pat lent l&r 
11--Ifft or every j'leasiua?, every 
r.eh.M youth, hetmty, life 

Kioin hall to hall tho fated , 

A" (if the l)ou({uct all the hoeip'l^J 
11- r fair youno life, alas ! boif 
l/'wo poor Ophelia hy the rfelw%. 

While gaiheriug life’s brighiei^l^ 


TIIK KUriTION OF TJ 


M 


W tins h’lu'c VosuviuH in its tormeftt' 
'riiivatciiiiiir has irrowlo*! its cavernoa* 
W 1.. 11 iir. h-.t lava, li! the bubbling IT 
r..aiimi_' .li.ih all its iiiuii.strouS edg«! 
Tl.! !i 1 - alarm in Naples. 


m 


-t. ^ 

Waiif j!i mill wild her weeping tboQBiii^ 

('oiiviil'iive gr.ivj, the gnmud, iti^ Itt^gpl^p! 

]m]>!ore the angry Mount—In vaifitiiliPI 
I'or lo i a eohnnn towVing 
Of srm.ko aial ashes from the 
Siloots Mvc u vultures neck re$Hikl 

SinMon a flash, and from tV 
Til' eriipiioirs lurid mass bursts 
P.uu 11 d iiI £? i11 frant ic ecstasy. Ah f - 
rarowell to Ciceian fount and TusciiallpS^ 

Sails in the bay imhihe the purpling \ 

The while the lava in jn*(*fusion wide 

I'lings o’er the mountain’s neck its showery locks untied. 



roj 1 / y ) i /! jt f Ilf 




It oomcff * that 1 iva d^r>]) an 1 i h 

Thftt dower which ff^rtilibCH hi )iis, md t 
Ktw mnlfli upon the wateie, ba> mul lx \ 
tteOMlilAIttld ditutored tglos, uue ten >i tiniiK 
famorable nils, 
treafbte k her palaces, 

the leaves whenteiup il 


wtveefcs fit ashes 1 

ftad vomited <t,ra t 

lx.aihU rt<l, t Si 1, 
the bum i ' pi 111 11 , 
Ifta^es as tht> ml, 
iwif toeein peal 



tA dtlcSi and the pi i h 
and thi isKs 1 u 1 l<iu, 
the tumult w isti ind w 1 1* 

; kid all tills Mfiik (d ii M 
likiigh dose its 11 iti I n\ 
'Hsavan wills that It slxml 1 
Itneelean a^cd }iust m ) 


y; f» y >» 1/ / / 


0ASTIBELZ4 



^ kail with the caialiiui., 

el yon hero known Don i S ibine 
^ t9lthtiui#aiti|eeyeat 

dance and dug 1 For the nurbt di m s n > 
Ohrhillaadleai 

—-Ihf mud iJkat teath o’« y ,» mount nn hi fh 

Wfflmadden me/ 



CAST ir-FI Z A. 


“ lliith oiu' cf Veil liorr ktiuwti Duna SaUn^ 
Ti I nil’ ht' dear / 

« ' 

Ikr ii.other, the old, old Maugmbil^ 

Ki>t made one fear, 
i'<<r iaeh nioiit from tho haiintt^ 

With an I'wlet’s glee. ■ 

— Ill* tnuif t/nit u'a%i$ JWI/ 

H /'/ ft fftc f 
Ay. d.ime ye and sing!' Th® llQi 




'■■’A.-; 


< In • neodH nutst use. 


^ >§1^1 

li young «he waa, and 

* Tvmfjity vSlS- 

Whu-h made one mus<}.* - • , 

'i.. this old man whom a child Icadili^ 

\ (•■>111 etUit vo! 

tf 

- 7V<^ iiintl that waits o*er yoi$ 

H’i/l Tifiohffn me ! , 

“ In hiioili the queen for envy 
Ihid die see” her, alack! 

As o'er Toledo’s briilge she lightt^i 
In a eor.set black. , . -«w 

A eii.ijilet of heada that cbamitti 
I ’lotii lier Jieek hung free. 

— Tht: vind that wails o*er ptm 
Will madden me I 

‘ 'I'iie King, hcilu/.cd with her 
I’lespake one there: 

• Tor one only Kmilo, for (me 
K )ne tre.ss of her hair, 

I would give my Spain and gold 


m 


\ 


V. 


O'er Yonder sea 






— The wind that wails <t0r fim 
^yiH madden me! 

{ know not well if I loved thif 
r.ut well I know, ^•’y ' 

If hut one glance of her soul might 
My soul, I would go 


, , - *•’*1 




















Shone 












co.\sc//rxcii. 


I’lit (’siin rofiliod, “ That Eye—I see it stiil.” 
Ami Jubal crietl (ilic father of v;,/^ 

Tint liaiidlo liar}> and 
A ^am.'tnary ;and iic made 
And set his sire behind it, ; 

That Kyc is glaring at me 
“ 'I'brn must avo make a 
S I terrible that nothing dare 
P.nild wc a city with a citadd 
I’.iiild we a city high and 
'J'beii Tubal (’ain (instniotor 
'I'hat work in brass and 

I i s fiorv brothers from the 




I!'lilted tlio sons of Enoch and 
'J’i.ev jducked tlie eyes out 
And Imrled at even arrows to 




'I hey set strong granite fur thfi 
Ami e^ery block v.-^ clamped 
It SCI. lin'd a city made for helk 
With tiioirJingo masses madeiil^^^^^ 
'I'ne walks w'orc thick as niomtti^t||||Sp 
'rin\v gravcil: “Let not God 
And having finished to commit' 

In a stone tower, they set him 

'I'o him, still dark and haggicurd^iff|||^^ 

Is the Eye gone?’’ quoth 

Lilt Cain readied : “ Kay, it 

Then added : “ [ will live 


Asa lone man within his 
I will see nothing; 'willbe 
They digged a trench, and 
As ho went down alone into 
Itut when he sat, so ghost-like^ 

*...1 _I_1 - 1 - _ii._ j_L_ _ 't'1' 




And they had clor,ed the dungeott 

The Eye was in the tomb and fixed Od CAite. * ' ' 

Duhlrn Unvvernty Magmm. 








THE PARRICIDE. 
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By Icol.and and Norway, After hst& 
fJlooiii swallowed «p tl>o universe 
A sovran kingdomlcss, a lonely 
r,infionted with Immensity. 

'rise a\\fnl Infinite, at whose poirm;: 

* ' 'w' ** 

liigatniiig sinks dying; Darkoe||iJ 
Whose joints are nights, and 
Moving confusedly in the horril^iil 
iMscr'iiiible and blind. No stet!; 

Y('i something like a haggard gleiisjl|^ 
Jhit the dull tide of Darkness^ andj 
And fi aiTul shudder. “ Tis tkO y! 
‘MJod is heyond !’* Three steps 
’Twas deathly as the grave, and 
licsponded, nor came any brealli'jlifcj 
The snowy mantle, with uiiSulU^I 
1-anbold* ning tiu; spectral wandeai® 
Sii'Men he marked how, like agl 
A sp't grew broad upon his livid 
Slowly it widened, raying 
And Canute jS'oved it with bis » 

It was a drop of blood. 


Ibit he saw nothing; space was lili 
“ Forward," said Canute, raising 
Inhere fell a second stain besidn 
Then it trrow larger, and the Oi^l 
Stared at the thick vague darlcoie^lP 
Still as a bloodhound follows <ni I""'"" ‘ 

Sad he went on. 'Fhero fell n. 

On the white winding-sheet 
Howheit Canute forward w'ent no 
liut turned on that side where 
A drop of blood, as if athwart a dieiah^/ "' /y'' 
Fell on the shroud, and reddened his right'hsnd. 
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THE POOR, 
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listens ; none replies, 

** Husbandless, alone, 
l^-^^Eldrefn—^they have scant supplies, 
j^^he sleeps heavy as a stone. 



THE POOR. 


•Site culls again, site kuuoks, 'tis 

Mu somul, lu* answer—saUde 

/ 

As if the senseless creature felt 
C>f j>ity, turn’d, and ojwi 

She outer’ll, and her lantet 
The house, so still but t 
Thvvuigli the tliin roof the 
Hut something terrible ii 




v»,' 












«:-v 


JIalk clothed, dark-featu 
'I’ho once strong inothc 
DisheveH'd )*ieturo of defi 
All tliut tlie poor leave 

The ixtld and livid arm, t 
Hung o’er i.ho soak’d S' 
Tlie niouLh l^iy open horr 
The parting soul with 

That cry of death which 
Of vast eternity. And 
Two little children in one 
Slept face to face, on e 

The dying mother o’er tfc 
Had cast her gown, an' 
Feeling chill death creep 
Should yet bo warm wl 

Hock'd by their own weig 
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iiir POOR, 


“ T l It I s'l tuU bo afifiid of him I love I 
I li k\ 0 done ill If he should ^' 

I w 'luld n tl bl lino him. Bid 

i 4 }> I 111 lu i ini^iird ^iei^ nqar 

Oi \\ uds an I waves that 

huddt u the door flics open vid% 

And tlM LOdl fishoi, 

StunK i>u the threshold, iPith id 

tlioii' ” bito cnos, 

Her p;it (tin*' ki^bos all his 

H )u _, ly hi^ iicaif, that Janefchi 
‘‘W li \\i it her w is it!” «ffjiiitiijiNf 
Ih s( i i\ IS hkt a Tic^i^ of thiefMT^ 

And line 1 thoui;ht the bark 

She, ticnihhni; in the daiknese, 

Oh, nongilt— 1 sew'd, I 
The waxes wcie loud as 

“ Our iKM^hbonr died last 

bo small, so frail—Wiihain 
The one jii%t lisps, the other 

'I ho man looked grave, and in the 
His old fur bonnet, wet with 
Muttered awhile, and scratch’d hiel|ief(il| 

Wo have five children—this makee atffda^** said be. 







tW A BARRICADE. 


C'lusc to the bridge, set on high j 
A C'lu’ist of stone, the Virgin 
A tajicr lighted that dear 
More tender in the shade 
And the child stayed his 
Of the wax t:ipcr knelt 

‘M), my good God! 
lie said, I was the wonh 
^ly fat hcr’,s brethren held 
Ihit 'I'hou didst send the 
G Ja)ril! and show’dst whtit 
The good men and the 
And tliose who love not. 
ihii Thou, o ((ud I hast 
1 Miw Thee ill that noble 
rnre li-ht, true faith, and 
ily Father,—and I learnt 
<.'oni|ia''sionate the -cak, aiid'-j§K 
(> hady Motiier! 0 dear Jesd£^ 


And ever just and nobly 
Meet scholar of that Prince 

The hoi*se of Itoland, 

Tlicii on the charger 

Fpon a barricade thrown 

iVhere patriot's blood with felon's 

IVen with grown men, a lad aged , r 

‘ Were you among them—^yon %” He 
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ifj, ** when eoweij your turn, 

lightnings bunj,— 
p.lNI|ij^ro2rade8 ono by one: 

'gpi'iet me run 

mother, sirT' 
oome back.”—*' What frar 
liver’-“J)y tlio ivoll, 


infc the boy. “ Good joko ! '* 
outbroke, 

m^ed their moan. 

+.' 

^.'^hen, paler grown, 
breathlessly 
h; “Hero ami.'' 


id, “ Be free ! ” 


Mast of hell 
now right well, 
^ aublime. 


^'dei^itd all crime. 


<»', ono toward death. 
Man answeroth; 

^■e others led. 
;,^-(^.Ohoso instead 
May, 

Hlk^ comrades lay! 
ihi her kiss. 

1 wis, 

. ;m»t ot save, 

^i^Oj the brave;— 
jip^ks been found, 

been engraven ;— 
l^tna who, ’neath blue heaven, 
^<ireo*«r the willow droops, 







THE EPIC OF THE LION. 


AYhat time some virgin 'neath har 
Ihimmcil for l»er herds athirst, 

A long, lc»ng look of awed yot 



THE EPICCitT 


A Lion in his jaws caught; 

Not hjirming it—and tothff 
With secret streams and 
^’iie beast, as one might 

jiluekcd this bud, not thti 
Muijibliiig its stalk, too promll 
A lion’s way, roughly coxn[ 

Yet truly dismal was the V^otja^ 

I’lji ust in a cave tliu' 

His food wild herbs, his bed 
lie lived, half-dead with do^^ 

It was i\ rosy boy, son of a 
A ten-year lad with bright 
And save this son his maj^^' 

Had but one girl—two year^- 
The monarch suffered, being 
His heir the monster's prey, 'iw 
In dread both of the beast 
Sore terrilied were all 

That road, who halted, 

They told him, and he sptt 
O, such a place ! the sunli^i^li 
Grew pale and crept, so grij^; 

Where the gaunt Lion on thftj 
The wood, at this part thick olj 
Barred out the sky with block 
Forest and forester matched wondre^ 11^11 
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•Aiid hy piece lie btiippcd the non sh tth 

tini^etSi gi*oavc«-«gna%cd bm tin b n ^ i < a 
lilg* tliali till he epiii'nlid— li 

efi bloodt nil 1 nu 

fifUttledthen it \\ciit 
iM slept cantuu 





i V 



JL 


He found out tht c ^^ o 


fyM -v% 
I ^ 


<ivose~ truob) ti •' md ,:t lu 
Knight lin lit t)[ h I ^ 
l^eluug n]» (hd gi| 0, 
heaid wm t nu _m j i , 
]||N(Ki}leii coat bound iviib it , • 
iustdf tb it ii 111 i*i 
fgld to growl btgu 
e|msongiti wli b u ' 
tbou 1 ’ 

^ v«*ty Kmp.- 

ilK • 

\i 1 


“Is that what in tUs i k 
*‘M(yost> 1 I bill 
keep tbi-> child 1 ” 

“1 I M 

^ ^ iKmae one htio to tlut ’ 


“What thin w ’»th i i 

“At— if I line m v't t 

“Site t tbAik upon K« Uyestj m woe * 

“ They hUled my dam,’* the Beast a ud ** h n.- 
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»lo m then tuts., 
lofio are these 

► taarfch, inount.uu .uul -,1 i i 
ir sombre duaiu, 
f a bind 

ies thiouiyh the dnk 
;)pmg tliroiigh the w > 1, 
m the 
lied btifoic, 

baas soiuetliiiig uk p — 
at faiirl king, 

^rinco If) bring, 
ding hide. 

ig? a ho can doudi 1 
m to live 1 (iixl ants' 

-dote. 


■'!>« 
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7 m: uon. 


For mii:n:iniiniiy. When JOV 0 


HiTciiloti said, ‘‘ l-iOt’s fiubh 
N'.*t rljc Xein.'ean merely j 


AVu’ll striin;'le—all the 
Tlio lions yawned a “ much' 

/'4t 

^ ^ 

P.ut this IJcnst, being whelped^ 
Otlsju-iiii!; of glooms—WiiS 
Who -<) iliuvn slowly when tihl 


JiTsT A-v| 

. -'A ^■■'1 


11 is anger had u savage gPOhl^ 
llo loved to take his naps, 

And to be I’onsed up thus 
To find an atubusb sprung—4® 
Targt'ttcd—twas an insult t<> 
lie paced towards the hill, (d‘ 
Lifted his voice, and, as thd < 
The seeds down wind, thus 
11 is tnessuge far onongh the 


V 

‘ / : 


'■ King ! your behaviour 
'I'llus far no harm I'vo wrou^. 
jiut now' I give you notice—n] 

I will make entry at your olt^ _ 
Hringing the Prince alive; 

'JV> see him in my jaws—yoni^: 
Shall see me eat him in yoitt^; 

Quiet the night passed, wliilil 
And the clouds sailed acrq@» 






Nest morning this is what w|lif 


''S'' 


Dawn coming—^people gothg^^r^pll^ 
Praying, some ciying; palltd fill^ 
And a huge Lion stalking 


’ ’VfavV .■'•'v® 
't!» I tiW 
^ 'S' f 






The quaking townsmen in the eenaif lSipJ;' 
How make resistance 1 briefly, no one did; 
















HISTORICAL " 

KINO 

J Hi I'oldeu gates were 
All tiiio the unveiled 

Oot <if the Holiest of Holjpv 
Autl llio elect beheld, crowd 

V }uui)g ^oul, led up by ToatfyBW 
S’ lu 1 in till btiiiry portal. 

A f Ml cl.il I flotuig from the 
In In V hlu*> eye the shade of eaKtii9|iy|H 
fits '’•>] kn hair hung all 
On M (hockb that Wid a t|a0|j|^m 

And ing« Is t\iiiicd him aith 

I ho mart \ I’s pulm of glory. ^ 

'1 ht \ igiu bouls that to the 
( (111 1 tliiongh thv clouds 
(foil hath prepared ft glory 

II St ni ins arms, and all ye^ei^H 
ill'} praises ever on untirM 

Chant, for a mortal comet 
I )o homage—'' Ti*} a king,** 

And the pale shadow saith to 
** I am an orphan, and nO 
I Ma« a acary prisoner yesteiwyeilK|^ 
M\ father’s inuiderers fed 
Not me, 0 Ixird, the regal narndhtfs^ 
Ijast ingbt I fell aslc^ p m dfmgtoi^ j 
li It then I h-aw n\y moth<*r in my drti 
Say, ohall I find her here 1 ** 
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a 4 dreary tomb, 

piorce the jilooj 
used to &\^ce|> 
beaven, and vjsd me in sltcj 


IlliUee I had to pine, 
each day »eu mine; 
H'iHi no mother m u 
iliaileaaay my ton 
nuendniji;, 
its mother eoitlij 
^'bat ciimc imj)enduif^ 
linrth. 


it seems, 
bappy dieams, 
my sleeping head, 
my bed 
thronn, 
future close; 
bbme, 


jMid; 


u^be 


^^y Saviour bids thee come, 
calls thee home, 
tvhere horrid mufdel tviucs 
her impure vungs, 
among the gra\es, 


my long ii] 

atrife, 
tvertooro 

vision o'er 7 
. seremiiiH 
ibis ansaord in. 

h y 

my (hams, 
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}la ! do von see ? do you sec'? 

t’ures.sin*; witliin every coil as it 

Kach building and wall, wliile it 

I’alaco.s molt and eviiporato—Afejij 

Like the ^^amou embracing 

The tijoiights of such kisses 

« 

last to those sounds aa tho ani 
Enveloping men who are wand*] 

'I'ht' silence of death deepens rotij^'; 
Tlie coliiinns of bronze crumble 
(ireat billows of brass rolling on 
'i’he shuddering Tiber will swall^?^ 

I'lver} thing pondn's, jasper, a«^; 
Tlie .statues, despite of their 
'i’he scourge Hies triumphant, oI 
Jnvading, devouring, and slayinifl^ 
As the north wind ’.i merriment 

A t(;nipest of fires, dancing hill 

• 

I’.innvuil, proud Cajiitol 1 Ix>| 

The great woik of Scylla a 
Sera h.a.s will’d it! Kach tow0l?^|^ 
Must vanish, while everywhere 
(jnecn of tlic world thou sbalt' 

Uow grand is the crown that 

'rhe vifico of the sibyl proclaimiS 
That Koine wits a city immo: 

To the heavens unconqnered a! 

At last vanfpnsbed should diOi t 
My friends! tell me uow how mindl* 
Eiurnily, think you, will last in itf ' 




)h, what a errand confiagration I 
VA AraHi.s, himself, would have euvied te-ntgfitf 
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A IJNP 


2 t 9 


wiikih, 


<) Li tho hori/ou’s bounrlin^; hillK, where djetant Thiicm f&ilm, 
\H <4.eikhil), Mith e\CN on taitli, imdlhihahl^ 

\ t ti( 11 urn U robbei boUK his diMrh ItaidJ 
\n 1 tbml s In, sees the gibbut fcj 
ill L\Li} Tice that diiiily throws its 

1 bus, after hU defcat| pdie 
Aiiuing the dead ae moenUNld 
I one from tho hold the PasiMa 
And, laubin^ wiped bis reeldBlf 
Ills two <le id btoeds upon the 
And on thuir skIcs ihoir en^j^ 

m.' 



POUKO. 


Aiove, beneath tho tower wheeeid^.^ 

'J li< lit indatts of the Tjraot el tM' 
i oI ind ^ sul geniiii kneels^ 
r>(»m d, \.inqmO)(il, pallid Wi^j 
A1 IS ' th< (rucifiK IS alt thet% 

'Jo hci, of freedom and herftete* 

And on hci i )\u1 lobc fptd 
'W Ik re IJns'^i m llectoni’ 

Anon she lican tho clank d 
'1 he swordbinen como once ttUMDS I 
And while she weeps agairtAtihe 
Vnd wa\CH her bleeding acm 
1 o France she hopeless tnrna Sisr 
Vnd sues her sistcr’e sac(»>nr ere ahl 



a.#.'jH.Ibnr«ouM. 


o 

















MENTAllii 




(VICTOU UirCK) 


’*■ € V * 



VouNf! Koliiiers of the noble 
How many arc ye—B<jyst Fe^* 

How muny uio there dcadt Sti- 
Thoir rm)>>s lie strewn about 
l>l.u‘kcncd and torn, eyes 
Out from their rib's, to give tbo i 
A red feast; noUiing of them 
Pierced relics, underneath the 
Show where the gin was sprung! 

Wliich brou'jjht those liero^Iads 

See how ihev fell lu swathes 

•/ 

I’hoir crime 1 to cUiirn Homo an 
To fight fortnight and Honour 
Come—Mothers of the soil I 
Turn the dead over I—try yonlr 
(Bearfed or smooth, to her 
The man is always child)— 

Split by the Zouaves’ bullets 1;/^ 

With the bright curly hair 
W:Ui voiirs, ma donna t —swe^ 

The spirit sat upon his feeurjetsdl^' 

Before tlioy murdered it, in aU 
Of manhood's dawn. SisteiiL 

^ . 4’ ’ a’’' 

Over whose bloom the bloody. 

Lispefl house-songs after you, 

In loving prattle once. That hatidj^ the 
Which lies so cold over the eyelids sliuv^'y/^ 
Was once a small pink baby-hst, and WSjli 
With milk beads from thy yearning breii«t& 

















.V/'V/JM/ 


IJiit lilt tiiixie’s wrought 1 WliO 






I’niM I’mis ? No’ Kach doM 
^ <‘i ill 1 ^ till' I nnun.ll! The wailikll 
ii liiilt j 1 1 lutul the ranks of FnMfibt i 
(.111 k ''inon s liltxid crossed 
'i li 1 1 iitdi who with snuio which trot: 

I [M I u hiiv' I>liil4i'» h^ml grcspkif 
^\ ul I 11 until Lihtity, and to(dc hot; 

1\ _'v, hi u I f 1 iit com{>amon I 
^\ ii n (i ly h\ day the lightning loohAi 
l\« III, wli 1( the senteucod inAn 
Vii I litiiiolts, for liib hour aj 
\t Mk III “ whtu r’ 1 say soon/ 

'N u Miurttiiuj; m the skies above 
M aiv VO no tonnni' hoduw, Kingel 
Ot i L'u It 'itoim driving the thniu! 

II uk ' 1 kt ‘he thief-catiher who OuUl 
(ill lb tliuiultf abks to speak io one tetitjljhi' 


▼IL 



1^ 

Vnd moan while this death*odour*Hybiti 
lath iiiikch the priestly mcenee: 

(h lotting men, and the Te Detiixi(| 
lltcks through the forests<~past ^ til 
Oci wood <vnd plain and niouutaill^ 

I or Ikirtb in her pleasures; thCQ 
A di 411V stench, to Crete, to Mexioc^ 

'io I'o’ ml—w herosoe’er kings* armies gO'8 
Aa 1 } iith om 1 pas-tree of bitter 
< »j 11 I \ ibT 1 Vis*- iiiH of n bloody medimsViI 
1 hi iXi, « nt hv th uid-t—shun men by tb# fott f 

Laith ipiitc corpse cutobcied, thongh the hall Xiot 
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PATRIOTIC /ND NA 

THK POET m BBVOt' 

! (lie without emptyiag Ujr 
without trampling under foot, 
cxecutioncrii, vililiers of law dof 

“—The wind drives far befdtt 1^, 

The acorn fallen from th« Terdiliil, 

'J'hc itKJimtain oak unto its 
It drives the tossing skiff 
In youth thus wu aro onward 
Be not by drunken folly urged/J 
'I'lio evils of the world to heap 
On thine own sorrone. Let tts 
Guilty and victims, ruth for ow 
Uur tears foi^onr own griefs in 

—What ! are they overbold, tliSi(||i 
And must wo in these days of 
Deaf to (lur brothers' cries, wbkilfij 
And suffer but for self! for no^; 

Ah no! the poet, for their saksS ’^^^l 
A willing exile, comfort make* 

For sad i.'id fettered human 
Into their frenzied midst he 
Himself, armed only with his 
As Orpiieus into Hell, r 

“ — Yorir Orpheus for a moment ] 

The dead from torments of eternli^; 

But thou, thou singest o*er the 
Hymns of remorse. 

The pride which carries thee away t 
And why should’st thou, who in the fray 




Ah! m ad m a n, 
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i.'* 


■f'4 


ft 




‘ ‘ 'i 


Vj m 


c v> 


glliloh rotind it twine ? 
l:»",Ob» deludetl 3*0111 h i 
^ttCHnet On thine own srU* h.ivo rnli 


.As - A 




r-\f1f .%''-' ’' • Ml 

PC^ -*! ,',. '} ^ ‘ • f ; S; s' ■ ' ,>■ ' i 


L>/v ' 


M , ■ > ' ^ -k-- 


-..v, j ■--^•k.-*. j>u 


is Heaven above; 
idiall endure on tiigii. 
|>.ni^t love, 

ft knows how to die. 
e8t» 

irrong bpprest, 
imitate 
, eolebrate; 
oin must «o at^pire, 

f0« ibesse who slay he has, for sliin a lyre 






THE POET IX PtyOLLTION TIMES, 


—“Tl’.ev s:iy liiat pofts in tlie 
Mf tiitii's iiilill dim 
r.juid io ill unquiet eurtti itii 
Siu<->' from afar ita destinies tl)S^|fraK 
(<iii f>r the Wv)rld what can’st 
Its awful nitdit enwraps thee 
Tho threatening heavens are 
And [n)t*t pnqdicts are uoraote;' 

'i'h>' muse is dumb and blind^ 

Of the vast, solemn secrets 

- -'riio mortal consecrated bv 


- -The mortal consecrated by 
liifl.iniod with steal towards the 
ft is by plunj^ino info the abyS(i^"v^ 
h-^ de]>th.'i he fatitoiiis aud itS daJl^^ i|l 

11 0 id rd s J d j nsel f for sacrifice; ■ 

Well knows ho that for joys of 

The innuC'U.t must e‘i ' atone* 

* 

And pay for evil not his own, 

And i<v his <lyirig day a prophet 
Ills scaflbld a shrine, his oeii 




—Didst thou not erst upon tlwlSMil 
()f Ahhiis aud Cosrocs see Uie 
lioneatli the cloudless skies 
'I'he myrtles and the aloes ehaCB^eii^H 
Thorn deaf to all those ills 
Thv muse .so troublous for their 
'I'lic poet sees the mom arise 
li\'it!i suu-kissed brow and smith^ii^^ 
And the dove tlcar to wisdom, hai^m ^ 
Fair maidens where love' wbtspers ^ 
.sweet 







Lot others m :n..dunous ease remain^ , 
Ilut in avcnlv nir^rtyTTlorn shall be iny choice. 
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ghastly strife that strofin^s 
' '^tld with fire, smoke, scvoams, 
r<sgal, 

ilast sight of warriors tlyin]?— 
oroud purple rags were flvin.:, 
fanuBen mg\e 1 

N. R. Tyerman*. 





ART AM) THE PEOPLE. 


ART AND THE 


Aicr, 't is a glory, ft 
r the tem]M>st it 
It: irradiates the deep'.I^^P 
Art, sjikndour 
On the brow of the 
As a star in God*i 

Art, ’tis a broad'fiower^;w| 
AVhcro Peace holds 
’Tis the passionate 
(>r TDMsic the city hath 
With the country, theis^j^n 
All Hwoct songs made 

Art, 'tis Humanity’s thoi:^||^ 
Which chattel's chains 
Art, ’tis tiic conquerof. 

Unto Art, each a^orld-tii^a ^p 
.Slave People, ’tie Art 
Free People, ’tls 


0 chivalrous France, 
Chant loudly thy byttJi||.iS 
Chant, with eyes 
Thy joyous voice and 
Through the slombc 
O noble People chftftt 


• . v*4 


True Peotde, chant gladly 
At even raise song as ftt 
After labour sweet singing diould 


to sconi 
the brave, 


the grave; 
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' THE IBfPERIAL MANTLIl' 

f 

bn«8 alwAy, 
vho have for j)rc\ 
l^nMtthc of azure skies, 
come, far flee, 
<NfflWoc(eHt blooms, () \ 
1^ ntCQ the honey prin , 

<lf the moi nmg df w , 
noon's araorou*) ’ hto 
S 




o>mif 




Mi 


;'K» - 


tk 


'> yi'Kti 


'v 


<•>; i .ti 


'm 




■w.'? 


' V 


i‘ V:W 


n' 




'U'J 






W .^K 


> /-y I’iwt' 


iv' 


"I 


w 






J .‘VV' 




* -iv-v 


i rrr. 


taking 









S£.4 S0X(; OF 7'JJE EXILES, 


And all together sting him 
0 tiny warriors of the 
Sting blind this 
U{iou him swarm h:x>m 
Anil, since the men of 
Let bees of Fmnoe 




SEA-SONO OP 

Dear land, 
Waves surge 
Dear land. 

Bine 

•: 'MS 

Farewell, white Cot, whonepl^ 
(hild blooms that bask on tip|| 

Dear land, 
riiiin, valleyi 
Dear land, fa^lA 


Bine I 

Dear land, 
Waves sorgo 
Dear land, 
Blue 1 




Fur-iwell, Betrothed with'1|if^^m| 
eath sombre heaven darfc|^ ^ ^ Hw 

Dear latid^ 

In thee our 
Dear land, 

Bloc 

Dear land, 


Waves surge and 
Dear land, farewe^'^' 
Blue sky t 
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k 1 M.W*»L r -bh< K browl' WOn6» J 

r:r::-'’:L..u,.,.*^2g^ 

1 ilckhaMsfrointbel^ll^M 

I et w*i ** ^ 

' k ^_ 

’W l» It m liters it \ Notbta y y ^^W 
tv vv( lu i.ntmcl iind we 
\u I VN< tl. 

0,11 1 \ mn 1 inuctli, that tttttO <m »^ ^ M 

\\ ii u lU tt‘®y eiidttio 

1 a us ^ufier t Tlib 

um. ,'«-• It' P"'’'’*- 

1 ,«< to ill- '«■>• m 5 ^tu>o>»,««#IK' 

IM, tot'o<lotls».it»ltt^ 

Mnousb \.^^.thta5<M.ne•.w» 

T t, tih snffer' 

liiiiU pAiaing,—oM 

^^ mils paiibinft—*0 '**S 
Mt then, siatew, w«<^ 

W uhIh, tell them ouif 
Bn Is, bcai our heat 


an exiles 

Of ah it dees this poor 4Wt3* 

Hi< u ndi-n plot, his dewf |««PM 
I>ci iiJtiiee Ins tools, perch«|l»^jNN^ 


jvEMs ny VICTOR in GO. 





^1086 that slaw her clutch their pay, 

;^i|e plaads with bitter cry: 

away: 

—how fain !—«o die. 

rjpi .workshop still, 
his loved cot; 
the window-sill, 

(when flowers bloom not) 
unforgot,— 

.nook whence aye 

iiast met his eye. 

' {, 

fhad away ; 

—how fain I —to die. 

^ honey-bees; 
heaven’s gifts to shore, 
-crop one sees ; 

thought or care 
they eoglcs were, 
ttied, gray, 

||M-stead anigh: » 

,, away; 

jhm—how fain !—fo die. 

tie can live 

>1 

ilid youngsters bright; 

dawn till eve, 
twne delight. 

^d %ht I 
;|F«aried, they 
plih a smile or sigh. 
away; 

^;^in—how fain I —to die. 

ims all cheerily stowing, 
which bless or ban. 










TUX, 


All lift, socius foul, uith vice 
A) 0 thus to Ihj 
SiKiih n a chiTion unto 
reals LtbeHy 1 

\a<l the flull norldf whO(W 
Ih like to one 
Diuukiu ill mgUt| a 
O’ the risen snn I 



LUX» 


O rtTUBF ’ Fair vmlott 
’J he iiati . win free of 
The di'M it 18 all penod 
Aft^r the <;atid*drift0t ttMl 
And earth is a bride ill 
’ Fis man they ore 

Fven iiovk the upliTted 
Stf s r Icarly fair dreanai 
Wh rh Olio day sh«dl 
Tui (fod a ill coat off 
Fur the pu»t hath a 
But the imino of tib# iNlsi^ 


B\en now throui^h our^P^tlltH 
'J he hi ide blust) of the 
'Xfid our aomhro bvutttslii^ 

—Like a hoinot, glad daistt 
Piojrcss, the bee; and the 

Y icM honey for them that sliil] idti^ 


iVhMS bV yjy,luk JilLO. 


Obf bdhold ! the deep niglit is drunk u[i. 
the votld which hath shattered tin cup 
liSh»|)o|«9|ti«^ of Cwsars, of kings,— 
imtions made bright 
a«U¥e light 

i her vast, steadfast mgs. 


|V ' ■ '>'V 


tr \ 




Lwith the past! 
iorcowful hours! 
labour stirs, 
imlles, and one hc.u-H 
Ifom hawthorn bouers ! 


\y 






etmm arms of old war. 
edth thunderous roar, 

^ icarce so much rern.i'iis 
a oup t() fill 
Itdght eager bill 
idkiillg least of clear rant s. 




I'rV ' ■♦' 


V" k; '■- y7,i!:^c 




b";'S ".V 


"iwtiopart; 

ihought, every heart, 
^hiett bath, the baine word, 
l^^^mmate sheaf— 

^}B with a wreath 
feoesiii the cord. 


»'t ■' vm 




y)r(. 

^ heavens a star 




(|lory afar, 

’^•^right station hath wonl 
mother of all, 

Wt a apark so small, 
iMMlk thottlt out-dazdo the suu I 



/rA 


*37 


1) c\iles * Tiue men whom fato ttia% 
M> coinia>les so Taliaat MUft 
O ttinios, ucar the fountaintt 
1 h e ehauU’d this iOttg 



(Xu’mo's, haMiit; 

\t>u Ij i\o St I to me: 

ii. iliov ih it endure 
^fMle liKick than tlm tbs 

“ W h it lit ly it teach us, this S 
'lint tho ]iHt boars the 
Tl) it Mituc ih roused, atid be9^1l| 
(hi the Coi of yon heaTotr 

“ <* 1 1 h) w s, in I tho d irkneto 
VI IS ' ual foul cnine is 
Mi<, i in,j; whom heavetl 
\\ iiuiu smites, hath hmd 

* io It'S <il) unknown arc Hit 
ll*m III ly this (»oi1 of tbS 
(s ithii^such nuntfold prsiM^ 

J'l >ui stieh manifold dc 

“ Ills woikings seem not 
W ith the hope that ones 
lint who tiien, n.y brotbetnii 
'1 he secret of liiui m tbf'j 

V\ iio tlien h Ith traversed 
1 he water, the air, 

And the itgion where spidHai'!^ 
A\ ho can say; ** 1 bavd 


“ I h i\o ’'Cen Jt-hovah I m 
I know , ilo hath filled iDctS 
I know h(>w IIo fiihliimied 

And ill bic oiiiiitf things lie ins^m 
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IHL RLuIMEi\r OI- BAKON MADRUCE 
_ i ------- 

Who, born amid my boly weks 
In Bolcmii places bigb| 

W’hcre the tall pines bend ^ 

When the storm goeni 

Yet give the strength of 
liy penlous |Mith and^ 

And fioni their blue-eyed^ 

The old, mystew^ 

The daring that the goc^j 
Into they nostrils 
And the proud swelling < 

With each pure bre(d;||i^ 

The gi iccs of the mottntshij 
\\ ith flowers m su* 

And all tlje glories of the 
To earn a lackey*# JSK#’ 

Their country free and, 

She of the rugged 
She of the rough peaks 
Whereon the tempest* 

Mother of the unoonqnw'd * 

And of the savage 
Who bungs out of her 
Tlic hero and the 
Who gii'^th freedom ttUtO 
And life unto the 
Who hears her silver 
Like joy-bclls at a 

Y ho hath her caves for 
And where her cfadlet|K 
The proud old archer of 

With his good boy ^|j 

j, ^ 

Is she to suckle jailerst 

Shall shame and glory fttifr 
Amid her lakes and moutttsSniy 
Like twins upon her brSfe^f 



THE SORTIE. 


Till from my sighti in that 
Earth and her crimes'iM& j 
The men who act the'evtl 
The caitiffs who lodl 
Far, far into that space* 
Beyond the vast Wh^l 
Where distant stars co^^l 
And the great sut^jf 



THE SOEI 

-V 

The chill dawn glimmered, wa1|^^ 
A troop defiled in order throngl^J 
I followed, by that rumour vaftii 
Of men's feet trampling in Btrmi;^| 
Citizens were they marching fORi 
Pure Warriors ! In tiie ranks, 

But by tiiG heart compeer, the e 
Held by the hand his father, bgrj 
Bearing her liusband'a rifle, mat 
Still, as of yore, our Gallic girlsj 
Are proud their warriors’ glitt^ 

If one beard Ceesar, or brave 
What next 1 The child laughs j.j 
Mother, are dry. Paris c^feat; i 
But all her children are on th^| 
That, save by shame, no peopll^ 
That their dead sires will bluatii ;j 
So Paris die that France-nugr ||ji 
Honour we keep; for the rort ; 

So forward 1 On pale brows 
’Bove eyes aflame, Faith, Ooufl 
Onward these warriors of a glc 
March, ’neath her banner, tom, 
With the battalion mingle wife 
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at the city gates. 

^|lfii4<TQt6(S» ottd their warrior-mates 

tile iiehole human race. 

$ c^all tyrants boso 
whim makes rivers red 
ticter and vanquished, 
j to the sortie drums beat, 

|)Our from street on street j 
a? woe this morn • 
l^es one holds in seom, 
r‘^atqni8hcd thus, acclaimed 
the victor’s shamed. 

'^Il^indvei concentrate; sudd inly 
* Wreath of smoke we see; 
t Another ! loj 
ions runs a mighty throe ! 
the gates are opened wide , 
t yon low gicon plains diiido 
where lurks the foe unseen , 
motionless, serene, 
with dire flames tepfete. 

Adieu!—my rifle, sweet! ” . . . 
a, brow wheie iiouglit's amiss, 

^ with Love’s kiss. 

N. II. Tiirmak 


DREAM. 

some soft dreamy strain, 
issuing angel-calm, 

$k Sivetl| from somo old i&adonry fane; 

4stlcSlt hours doth aye beguile 
i of ^dren, ere they seek repose, 

^ng} on eadi rosebud mouth a smile, 

^ twow*>»*a rose 1 
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II 1 drexm yol sveeler, that yields yet moiM de¬ 
ls of I iiduut gul, %ho, betwiactjtjyiij^^ 

[)i( math of T o\c, not knox\}ng, 

In t}c—a teal ’ 

/Vnothtr \ision which doth load may 
Jo, M 11^.1101 it e and Jeanno, like 
1 lilting icioss the lawn, across the 
Lxth foot—a wmg ♦ 

But of dll dreams whereon I gate 

to iu\ poet soul most pleae&fe 
\ t\] lilt stukited beneath God*iA^ 

In hcdit—a swoid 1 


\ -s \ ( 1 1 , bik iit\ci a 
Is, nc ith the broad blue eky^ 4 
here, face to f ice, and foot ie 
lo bieist, thou stand^st—a^d 
'Ihou Justice’ champion (Ae, il|e 
III the biin’i 0^,0 cross falchldKee^ 

1 hj swoid clash ringing tr^e , 

So, if 3Lt once again Right f«M 
Kif,dit s waiTior, mingling w^itb " "" 

I md Ba} ir<i and the Old with 
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My to binto vu Ba<C my longi, oiii o my dti (,t 
^ (fc« TOW, of thooo that a oop bj uidht. 


f.f/ 


fcv 


**»3|rifcpp»a688deimrt, 

Wied tfi 'irearino^B of heirt. 

? 4i^(3ered all forlorn, 

when I was born, 

>rj| 






fpipis 

HiiSiii 


t» alHha world I tell 
I m heaven inijjhr dwell 
sheep, the Itimb cumcb htranditw.n 

O ^ 


<6>y Lord IS come 


ll®Ter heavy be 
^ ^ fcdlowr faithfully 

robe thou shilt wiiu, 
•feshi in innoccucy thcie 

oot to thee, 

^OQ shall sec 
the pure and brilliant >a>, 
unto the peiftct da} ” 




iHiigs above my heart, 
edear fuend thou ait ” 

Iblieide shines so bnc[ht, 

^ iod now the burden S liglit. 

I ChAKLBS hfATTIlLW, M A 

IPBAYm 

I ewi 0, be thy first prayer 
^5|Jmi«toy eights, with an\ious care, 

first cradle; who took thy infant soul 
pj^OfWjWo and gave it to the world; thou life 
aOll drank herself the gall of life, 

Aafi M for thy young hps^tho honied bowl. 



\’j 1 then—I need it more—then jOTi-y 
Foi she IS gentle, aitless, true 
She liae u guileless hearty 
Ihty she has for all, envy for 
Gentle and aibo, she patiently 
An 1 bbo endures, nor knoen|^ 

In culling flowers, her noTioe 
'Join bed ton the outer ria^ of 
itb smiling show has Inre^ 

<) 1 her the past has left no 
Ncii ktiovvs she aught of tbOiO 
1 ik( shidc ou waters, oW 

Sh' knows not—uor mayst 
In wbith our spirits miuglot IWll' 
lUtnoi'o, houl gnawing car«% 

P is-jions which float upon tMt 
Bute I icnif mhrartccs wbloho' 

And Shame's 1 .1 spot 

] kuow*lifc be tter! when 
111 t»l] thee—it 18 needful tbW 
Of the pursuit of wealth 
That It IS folly, nothiognesttt 
Fur glorj is oft thrown us in 1 
Of Foituno; chances vhevs 

The soul will change. Althoil||^ 

The ause and cud bo clear« 

\Vc roam through life (of vtoo 

We wandci as we go ; we feel 

Of doubt, and to the briars 

Man leasts his \irtao, as tht 

> 

Then go, go pray for me! At 
Gushes m words, be this the fotttn fhty bewri-^ 

“ Lord, Lord, cur Father! Clod, my prayer attend 




POEM^ By VICTOR HUGO 




THE MOEROVV OF GREATNESS. 


Victory, with her bunuDg 
Troud ainhitiou’s 


Tticsc may^our 

High into air 
Kur Hoiile) nor tear* 

’I'i.s the Mlar-coneealin^/j^^^^^^ 

Wai^l'i'ing star, ite 
" Lady of 

Dazzles the eye 

To-morrow ! 'tia the 
To-morrow ! thy 

Tis thine Old Goai^ 

Tis the lone island in 

Into cjipitals subdued < 

Thou mayst ride 
Cut the knots of civil feudA 
With the trenchant 'ste4'^'^^j|^;-A'‘-;'' 


POEMS l/C/O^ HL^O 


ihjoa edicts bamcade 

I -fieighted li idt, 

nthral, 
it call t 
os asunder, 
rightest wonder, 
id thee far, 
sues jneld 
iNw Kuiope’a field 

if lends sp'ice to tluo, 

\ mundane imniciiMt}, 
head can nse sublime, 
be stamp of Ch iilcmagiu, 
mt never gam 
Ow from the Lord of Time ' 
Fiaaer*8 Ma>jazme 











fmt IN GOD. 

And to>moirow h^ve fi th, 

1 The darkness gioas h ss 
jjsIltAn first gleams the d iw u breath, 

I God ts wakeful to blc&s' 

llfttli occasioned our pain 
,y a bnef wh le on thy knees, 
and theey Go«i may deign 
erbU on night and on us < 

N R ilERMW 



OBABITV. 

'*1(41 t tIM CSuirity,” she cncs, 

Staketh; up before the day, 
KlhiGte yet asleep all nature lies, 

4 God bids me nse and go my way ” 




CniKIlY 


lKn^ f ur her ^loiious foatures 
Wberouu the hand of Oodhtldill 
An ungcl s attributes di?iu< 

With all a noman^S Htt 

Above the old mau^a 
»Shc bow 6 her forettlNadj^ 

Tiieic’s liothutg fairer 
1 here's nothing grander 

Th 111 w hon caressiugljjf 
(i'he cold hearta walo 
And holds uithm herlkt^/' 

Thu little clitldren’s 

To evil} din of want aas^^'' 

Mil ;;ocs and leaver 
la uus wine and breafd^ 

And hopes that hli 

< 

And fir., <.ou, beautiful 
Th it mocks the gloffb^|; 

Wl cie, having set tha Ijll 
lie dreams he’s sitting 

Iheti, over all the eartll 
And seeks in the 
Those p(K>r forsaken 8t<|# 

\\ hu dioup and weax^ Ir 

Ah, most her heart W 
Whoso foreheads, wra 
Still wear a tnple diad< 

The young, the inn 

And they are better far 
And she bestows a 
For, with the loaf of charil|v 
bhe give-} the kiss that ^ikban xiaed* 
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and while they wondering cvjt 
iMped bread by love supplied, 
them in the street 


I :' 


Slit' -" 

5 ®.^'?'?;; k...vv',7' 


push aside. 


-stalking by, 
^^■^ered skirt, 

ISI^ where they lie. 

'^‘lijteless crowd 


harrow hearts, 


e and departs. 


ji * - 

tV-'.v- 

hi' 

'. *',■ ■ ■■ ’ >■■ 

I/; 


I 


^ I 'cr*^ 

'■yMA 




-X i. 


r/-*=c 


r; < ■” T- 


tWhose numbers fall 
|hat brings 
beneath his wall. 


Ipat's gorgeous hall, 

^^ktarth doth fling 

in state, 
myrtle crowned, 
ate 

Him round. 

- Dt^lttt Univia'sity Magazine 




TOE GRAVK 
^ the Rose: 


end is theirs 1 
ci spirits flown, 


ui fipinui uuwu, 
doth close 

xtbniVs mouth unawares) ^ 
SioK said to the Grave. 


Til-" iiiini', nor there 
And, hi ! the riacc fuKillcd titi 
licraiise of very Cod. 


Wl’JTTKN AT THK FOOT ; 

f -t 

All ye that weep come unto 
All ye that suffer come to 
All trenibling heai'ts, be still 
All passers-by, ^ ! tarry—: 


POEMS BY VICTOR HUGO, 


THE POETS FAITH, 


thou! ” 1 cannot tell, 
the way be straight, 

.1 before mo lies 
■ j the Night behind me; that 
St"the bounds; I &ef, 
believe, end nothing less, 
my concerns. 



Knw. Ddwni, 


no 




tV'. 


I'*V 






■:i 




M} form of bcaatij 
1 ) r a<3 on a Ruminv tt 
Diwiis the skc]>-biaur*a 
And fragrant as tho 
Ihat scents the green A 
Soothing the pilgrim ashft 


j#-: 


I'St - 




■'t 


Tfb Fat, 

Beautiful infant (said tho Fi 
In Mio region of the sun 

















lUE VEJL, 


Tub SififfBB. w 

As T csme, ob, iny brother! 4t 

111 i tiuban ot white lad a 

*< P ^ 

Tb» ®*®**f% 

^a^, hi nu^ht liAve been 
Hi (oull sc.ace1y bare 

^\ h It vu tls to youreolvcs 

Oh ’ } c (slunnt of m»irdcr bdnK 
(hi} our souls, my 

* !1r9^Q 

Ouhun, tins c%emng when 
Jjidbt thou mark how like bkod 

Thb Somi^^ 

Mercy * Allah ’ have pity I oh, 

See» I cling t« >our knecB 
Kind brothers, forgive me I for 
lie appeased at the cry of a aister^t 
For our mother’s sake relcutmg* 
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P0£. )/>/>} \JL 1 OR III ( O 


jineb beiutios in the piiblic road , 
aUo to bo civil c\en^ 

both—-ivell, not m hcaicu 

bloke, 

%jl|h malignant sncLr, 



'dipeotation by, 
%ftte3, spoke 
of one t} f * 


Amen a i At(2'' tit. 


And Bci 
I have f 


My God 
For a cr 















Jttr m Lf lliB L/S/\ 



(ti'sii smiles hhiulh, but the 
(. he Ills ftnJ sijpphauta troWiS 
Baths lined with jiorpUyiyf 
\ R with eaeh 

**' ik uf the fnium, weary 
V unh I u^k of every oao, 

1 t n ( ati s » line of t 

r Ills to amuse 

1 I hill ei we-itmi beauty 
A\ t inuc-'S bilk tug o’ca in a 
Yet the poor beggai, weephtl|^ IA 
Ktivtcs my fortUUMk 

Fisours 1 want not 
St til in iti} pnme, like 
(jic<h, ill y nr gifti I’ll glTU 
liapiMiicss grant 

S) ikc Iinloh V* < elsub , withfa 
n 1!^ stiitthid oil hib COllcH» bn 
itune, • 

hr blusphd'iod his gods; while 
a. Ill at; I lu rlymg, before that 


THE LAY OF T; 

LAiiGt**^, most galhmt 
Give laigcbb to the klrtgi^ 

\\ hether in mimic figbt 
You wield, or in real 
Knights who on shield the 
Ihc w)\cni green with 
0* >ou who Agra’s mantle wnntk 
Its Bible hue rche*cd by pewla. 













TJ/£ LA y OF Tim LISTS. 


'Twas the law of our f»t 
Long agos 
And which 
To brave ! 

J’irst well makiei 
The univerael; 

The KrangelMil# 

Awl J08US 

Then invoke hm. 

'I'he patron 
W ho will look tO' 

'Fho’ feeble 
And as trulj Bd vW 
I our sword 

\ • , V 

Trust your soul 
WlioKt* pmises;' 

You must uext^. 

Of nwrtyrs 
Tha„ lio foul tar 
'rin; gold of 
Til Jit no serf in 
In darkness and 
Sits awaiting the,' 

By your cruel A 
That you always 
The widow to afe 
And to succour 
With heart au^ 

Knights who oheillSw 
liecall bygoue'^"*"^ 

And the valorous 
King (. 

Aiid of ciiivalroua A 
So widely renow: 

With his bold Cavaliers 
The famed Table Rotm^' 
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'j " * ’ -■’•* 


*k tM 


h 


t^- 


■ -■ Hi* 

fx ',W' 




'.^S' 


m triumph 
ting breath, 
t$rs and wizards, 
in crime, 

shall low mormur 
rhyme. 

p^.tbe knight who 
^ |o his fame, 
es the fair ladies 


'Tr'' 

^ Ti*{! 


jjsid honour 
cannot fade, 
ll^badours sing of 


shall watch o^er 






ea of valour 


V'V;” 


and fair ladies 




tho laws of 
ay. 

Ctf the tourney is 
supreme, 

inay punish each knight 
le a felon may deem: 






AiaAEr. 

And if ainono veutittWi 
lii'i voids to , 

IU> tn call ua 
The c ifao to doct44!». I 

1 it/tss nioKT gallant 
<ii\( Iti^'tss to thu 
\\ hi thci m nimnc fight 
\ m VIC Id, oi in roal 
l\nij:hts vlio on shield 1i WW 
I ht' V } > c rn ,jfroon with 
(h \ou vho Vgru’e mantle tseflA 
IumMc h(]( relieved 
^ niL phee ti>c lilien ott 
\N hil^t oth( rs knightly 
On vh’ h hhim«» ont lu 

1 h( Cross of Ain||j^^ 


RntlRET. 

a 

V Ihp) WICK'S hath loft mo 
V ' \u J} purbiic its st0|W 
\\ A t Mink to rent withm its 
1 kc the I’ho iKiin Mrgln* wslhs. 
()urschcs alone njam. * 

1 Iitn, through tho distant fat 
Wc s ik the lost compaiiion 
»ii turn, Ktuin ' ” VO cry, WME 
IM« I'-uic ai I c ir-i ’ but not to iSlt 
Of tjjit VC mourn always. 

I, should u 1 ill ud Pieasiire tr«n 
W ill to t» c V niton sorceress ssjli 
Re‘‘pect the l \press on rny monnifaT 
Lo^'t Happiness hath leftregjret—-but tiloil 
Leave *11 rotnorsc, alone.” 



j^o£m ny v/CTon hugo. 
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Du il i*Ui of t u. li n 0 ^uou dli<4 
} \cn ti( \\ lu} tuim giosss 
Mu') \oiii snoM'v gown 1 
N 1 } > tlu uhCi.D tluit roll 

W 1 it, u > lu 1 C 'tigu of you f 
All I ill ir\ il < nco daim$ 

1 il M s\}> I lime, the doe]iQr 
J\ I v\ith hiiuK and apootl^im 
■' ill) ( imt B a hell of bil|or^^lW|m 
111 ih 1 Bink, nor can I rlif 

Ml It hh 11 I do «ith eveiT' 

Ml II tiiin iiu to ^eek your^iH^I^ 
W h It I til I im tho things I 
Ivt \ I .r th It vou tire hr 
\\ I it u i n\ lies ( veept to gii$oil|!| 
M h it n^'C \ out vouo except 

'nnui htpi« IS the man wboijVUwiM 
Is < I t m ti It > il vale and 
M hite he M is burn he makes 
\n 1 iioth*i s kiiouH of earth sifi 


TKAW IN SOLnm|| 

Oh ! why in *-ohtudo ait fain to 

I rent di unv evv-B whit btcUl th# 

h illinjf, vvh it SI idow of 

II ^'ri.t fur tiie dear diad paiii> cir SOiiy wmBHH 
Of V h it tnc future btiiigGth« ia^t 

II tii ucr th^ tr at a control? 

L jsc ill hi Is ebarma already seafrji 
L ft s 1 1 lilusuns, all those sist<Wts ^MB 
M no, cit d iwii well awahcDt ♦ * 

}''iom out o ir iratcs, ni •'imrurtide^s 
Dance h i id in ha id, iwiier crowned; bttt>eite night lower, 
Diop dead b\ OiC wav, foiBaken? 










7HE DANCE OF DEMONS. 








rOLMS BY VICJOA HI CO. 


mto the fane ! 
ily 4ieeord lake wing, 

Jjffllh iselodioue swing, 

^ sutet iha ring, 
tliiS xehnin. 

L^tib^nrohes colossal and hi^li, 
tombs close by, 

t of dread 
m 

%lcaw, 

beards stream 
of the dead, 
throw 
the glow, 
of the foo 
Glorious tread. 

arches colossal and high, 
tombs close by. 



leering voice, « 
of the shnne, 
jeering whine, 

•tttiios divine, 
r^oice t 
we see, 

.iSecvee, 
ling with glee 
:^<}od’e choice, 
l^arvhes colossud and high, 
i^krir tombs close by. 

i tomb with sad moans 
monk to his stall 
OlG^Set^ eonoesled in his pall, 
that robe ihtal to all, 

Which hums into his bonea 



'.PV.S 0/ lOCJl/. 


a bl u k prtei^ dfttM 
ith a flame be (Mb 
On the altar on 

\n 1 th r st< ]is Hhake the 
O 'ttinh till dual A\ theif 

S\i in «<-is yon, 

\\ Ith \our coar0ftbi^^^^H| 

\\ Ith inoultmi; 

1 111 the aloovet 
Sii-t iinttv Smaii% 

Alid *hiir 6l< I <« i»hike the 
I)i>)tuilizMg thu ih id m theif 

\u 1 hell urgee 
* M i\ each &oal in 

hut thu» dim beatpD^i^^^l^ 

i in ui.di thu shadovit 
\nd thu ^hole 

11 c (1 lan alnti ih the arobtM 
Nil 1 <li ill the deviluth Tev0lSI|||MHHH 
ill i iI in nk<* retire to thtilt g b i MB IW 
And \L 1 thtir culd faees behind UpHIH 


SON’OS OF TOiWl 


I'l F \et mj }uiuhful fioagB helovea^ 

T< ii(h r and true, keen panga had provinl 
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THE BLACH HUNTSMAH. 











THE VOUSTAIN. 


2S0 


The faijit forcht-leaves, by the iri»d rifted, 
KiiH . .. one had said "* < 
ri;ui th(.> d irklin;| revel with / 

Thrungh the wood 
1 ijo clarinu of dawn through th4'' 

Sweet sunligiit’s spread 


THE FOUKTil^ 

Anigti a dcsort-.spring a lion dwelt]; Mt 
I)rank from the same eleiH!;; 

One morn it <‘hanec<l two warrior'Chtelh' 
Ofieii fate Kotrers SO—> 

l)rcw ii'i-di this sfii infj winch writh 
A!hires tlie traveller. 

And, reco^rni/'ijg each his foe, flashed 
Fought, - and fell bleeding 

Then, wliile tlioy breatht^ their laafei 
O'er lowly heads, shrilled 

*• Ye found the wlutlc wide earth for yd®' 
'I'hat are less than a Httle. 

“ 0 Princes ! and your bonos, strong y 
Will be, to-morrow mom, 

Stones mingled with tlie stouos o* tbetli^i 
By travellers’ footing^WO] 

Ye fooiS! f'T what great end wee th^j 
Your duel fierce and mde 

T, th’ Eagle, and yon lion, lead a 
In this vast solitude. 


“ B(dh come to quench our thirst at the iji 

Kings in the same dominioii»'ji;Kf^^^y^'''y 
He roams in lordly wise the praine, fores%^ 

The air’s swept by my pinioxui I ** 

N. B. TrBRMAir* 




/vv V /*) / in Ok HUGO 


2(J() 


&ONO OF Tin: mow oir.Dhus 


Wb bw the ^derb of the prowh 
WhooMikd awhirl, Htroug w mds arou'-o 
veidant b^’s rotuijdity, 

Huigliog the idiadows and tlic {^It ims, 
And *8ud folds of bojubit sticaius 
l>r»WiQ|g lAmt vessels Stcadtaslh. 


8(|oaU close (lul lu flios, 
,31^ 'wmds deep gtuh b dc\ ne, 

1S|ir Avelier black in his iioiii doth Id >w , 
JCwWiioaads bo^ death\ diik 
Alidthose prodigits ’ll) 
the golden spectics go 

f^’s pron 18 like u ghost, 
dtpisAi^girdled, tempest test'd, 
fitoiQ our ba/aais ehc sails 
^J5(> the lightumgs with a m ak, 
the hazards of Iho dai k 
that iaie\er fails 

sih the plane tiers plo isni< 11 re , 
the Sultanas sic, 

^ bcsieath long veils the gi u( 
girk with names untuld, 
^1$^]glietertiioni btaik baic wite "old 
iS^lNM^etlob OU the juaikct pla< c 

Whit dtoea the wave * W hat Ci»u 9 the air 


W 0 girl t« dark and that is fair, 

0 } €c Ispahan; 

Sitfdre ihf faoe they all iiia\ (piako ; 
Wliat heed thereof foisootii should take 
The vast mysterious otean ' 


Ye have each one your ic\elry. 

Be thou ilu» pnute, the tempest he 
He lightning hath, the sataghau 



si)\r I 


ilP 1 * ^ i 1 L 


2^r 


I li i, 11 ch ist •^c \om umltitudes * 
HiiKath It') 1 id the people broudti^ 
7he one beneath tho burrkftOA^ 


] )r OiU aiid (he other do 
711) u ilili* tuk IS oim oliipej'-)- 
\ii I thus we htu&i; (> stem JSoplil!^ 

1 ui I t \«s ul stc< 1 , th) heart of itto ^ 
Ktqi ii the htiK HoalloVe * 3 ^ ^ 

i 1 111 timtful bleep when ttighit iinflli 



hui hc]> N'fure IS oteme 
\n 1 ti IP pill 1 Mfttt souls 
(i 1 h hi i( th licneath His 
\iiii th( ti!'•< ti tie sweet sha4s^ 

W j h la id's f I < vei uudismayod 
!•} s|<.vn i! let 101 s, do tse siog, 

1 
Ii 

1 iitfi our 1( rds we Icsto the psltll 
\ii 1 St n laurel I We are silfiii 
\ii I st< uliu'.t while wiibm tiwid 
i ii« h i\( not taVn the mmish4tf^ 

' n 1 th svMff flight of the eloox£*e^ t 
i u ] cn U not oil a king h eonunitstd ** ^ « 

1 h 111 1 r lows, the flowers UoQtH 
*" 1 ill 1 I' Imd- tip the bosonts wWta]|^ , 
o K 1 uM I Hi 1 ughs, the eraltitiK^i^ , 
^ U1 ’ tia pnests still Sigh ami li 

^ht sh i<low\ fawns through 
I lu .111,, mike gu>houn<bStrain 

If ‘.oothU, Sultan, thou hadst tpUlNi 
pt ‘it»i 1 \ !ta-i ie«, the sws^ draught 
M ill «*nd\ f,n k\ rotson thee I 
I u 11 i und It u;ii,—thy life is sweet 
( ] h 1 ( n tiip 11)1 (ho roebuck fleet 
Ill tu ^s., &1 imbers dreamfully. 


t ■» 


s 

\ 
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JH r I \ \ iL /( A illL 0 


WliO mouuts iloft must i.ot> K rirsr end , 
Th$ hours are Bamo^ dust is their end , 

^ The tooab saifeh uuto man “ Behold > ” 
Times cluuQge, Iditbe birds not ah\ ly sin^, 
Warn lu^ ftud straight are thjudcring, 
While Sjjre erouiul ore omens rolled 


Ihe hour It tuHty; women liaro 
lAve kivelfy limbs iiigh blooms less fair, 

Jiyyi sorrows now 11 po^o, 

clouds iU dllMU 


golden stai of he ucn 
ili^|b|i;h Itself eiuth’s le 1 lest msc. 


we have gold irraMd, 
^Jg&Srt.iir ofoarbis 

Lep&uto, 'mul tin suige, 
temjpest and the tide, 

AQiI ei which is hotly phed 
l^l^ihvret shackled, 'ueatli tlie scout go 

N U 1VII M 


sorLSTEi:ss 

his rum uiis h ith, his fl« ds, 

Hit profoundly cpiukt eaith s iimitif nd s 

him at e\ei lu a dks i.^lit on 
with jo^v, 1 )r h ii is w in , 
sldl tiavelh « i 

Kbt oaej tOeV} escapes that nu.litv bi ith , 

Thehufttlilet^ tllitlehe speaks, thrill tluough then mmos* h i 

Thttt «heu,|hs tlroug North'Wmd fiom out the lion on 11 ci j 
00 tOO^KIfii^ 9iOest athwart the hca and land, 
Thkik irtm aud Hi^toiog twists, oven as a girl the h md 
Th«4 girds her slender frame with archest buule nubinds — 
Wliim Ihe vaist blast deep muttering passeth, bhthtr fuids 
No blade of grass m valley's depth from the aw ful mi^ht 
And fier^ qieed of the hurricane's foimtdable f j:iit 

]S B IvlIvMVN 


LOXGUS. 


( III or hire iKisonieil tlttf dltlA ICOOds; 

Shi. smiW, blight tunoo^ottbi^b^l^ergftiUj 

N iki 1 she IS aiul lov«» it j loirdy, |K0rlElNS»f4 ^ 

I o ) 1 (in >Mis most adored 8h« Ih 
'lit u > ' i’\ toes her and to ncH ; 

2s h site s Venus, 

\ t( ni(a and fe.uful mystery 1$ 

’ > 1 * in the i r some sweet 
(.)i e t( tN, wi 1 h, to soft sounds 0f %il 
In tin ^ n! d . hfs, as m tbctlllld 
/ Iltt/tni f »»«i;dide o<>WCai,'«-Jb|^J 

'i 4 It n<tui(,~tho divine advent^ivg 
< t ’oi. to Uu woods to Ouwerst tdli^ 

II I \, ij j \m\. t •ij'eitsl from tlusls 
In tin tMt the dr}ad, and tho funiij 
Iho J ki^a at every mouth 



oilDril OF DAY FOB 




^ n ioR\, friends I Igivuvls^ » J 
In haste, m the tblt 4 iresitii^ 

'1 1 . ‘^tiophi s that gleefully ling * •. 

'I in n ght by the light 

I blow a blast on the hitb^ * 

\ bla't of rapturous might ? ^ ; 

Know all, that the fair epviag 
^\ ith liln R the footprints tit S^t. 


.Kne slippers her soft white feet, 

Hti fett that no longer are feiuL 
Lo how the sun’s pi’KeR beat, 
Fuliilhng von heaven’s blue vale! 



Pur MS /.i VICTOR nuuo 


The plumcil bmis sinfr, himb's blo.it; 

Mny, mookiug with cries night powers, 

Puts wiutei«in full retreat 
With a, mitrailleuse of flowcis. 

N. K Tverm w 


BRUTE WAR. 

V 

ditU-bmincil Penelope, 

|>overleHs to ci* itt, 

War, 1l|p|H9flCh tha ol^ of iron fires to irleo, 

ll^vkRil of clarions m .ki s c lai \— 

^ hag that to th\ le I'-t 

them Mitli \ib (li 1 /lit,- - 

CIq^ 4» fehunder Voith, South, West uud 

ifith rays darker than d.nko-t nudit, - 
that lor SWOtxls keen \uohtc t, 

Wlu^l! it ^ isisa, dire birth ot hellish race, 

U thou upiunbU t, 

the beast s piulc of }• uc, 

^ toe'awlbl darkne*"! thou du^t mu ithi r 

. but to yield eaith tliui e 'u ith< t ^ 

. Y N U. liJMU' 

> » * 

^ ' yfUX7 mCTATkS THE BOOK. 

I*' 

Hy Midi frightful sc'iMui of t ne 

HiroOfilM by the monstrous justlm^ the Mibluju*, 

A pbun gi^n tip to every wau lormg tie 1 1, 
Ceaselessly trampled by dec<l^ gi tud or drea 1. 

T^is booh of mine’s dictated dm I v dai 
^ By the boar that roars, then moan** it^ life away. 

The weeks of the Awfui Ytnr are hvdr.is due, 
HcU-boni of fire to be consumed by fire . 

Onward with blazing eyes they all must mil, 

Leaving their burning giip iipm my s»o’il, 



Ti^E COXIF.XTED EXILE. 


Upon mv A'crse, wan, wild for pity or wrath, 
Th' imprint one seed upon a serpent’a path. 
Should one regard ray spirit^oWji hlfd sae 
Dark signs thereon 
Of all thcfie dars of horfOTi 
Ad ’twere a desert trampled 




TiiE t'ONTEirribj^^^ 

** ' ‘i," 

Thr Solitude and silence tempt 

'i’o .k-seti, [dace«, Tiiero the kml 

And kt'Hily K.itisfu'd ; one knowa'lti^|||^H 

What is that shadfuv which he 8hi^j|||!^|8|^ 

I go into the forests seeking 

Vague aa'c ; the tanglixi th}ckil^'<i4.j(|^^P| 

Infoi'uis me -.Mi a joy and * 

And there T find oblivion akin 

To thaUwithin tlio stlonce of 


IVit T am not extinguished; onO’ 

A tot.-li in <iftrkness, and beneath 
lieiieath theKacreti crypt, alone,, 

T<» shiver in the* deep and windyJbfi^|h| 

Of thf* empyrean. Nought is lost<»( mShl*' 

{’>»' li.iviuL' sounded duty’s depthil 

U i.o lo^>);« froin higii sees weli'^ whh:]k^|||^ 

•See.s ri.ditly. tJonsciencc knows 

Is jjo-isdde for her, and goes to 

And lunely places, there to shinn 

lleraote fr-m the forgetful, callotw.ii|h|^^|f 

And therefore I too go forth to the 

Ibit <lo not quit the world which I fmiwihei-' 


Because a dreamer comes, in forests* dep^s. 
Or on the craggy cliffs, to sit and muse 



POEM^i DY ViClUE HUGO, 


It) silence on the vastness of the night; 

He 4oes not isolate himself from earth 
40 #tth’8 inhabitants. And think vou nut 
having seen the throng of men, one ncc Is 
b^uiath.tht thick and shady trees, 
f:^d t0i4hl thirst for peace, for riglit, 

grows in the soul, 

I r imd lying things ? 

t 04 judging fate; 

^ cough-hewn hnuiaii sutil, 
wpU, downward tent, 
easetessly 1 pour, 

1 it. But I take 

^oods—with heavy sliadcs. 

► wjretched crowds so ruar, 
rhsSj the blows, the insults heapeil 
if and cowards grown 
civil broils, and judges lit 
iC^tonly, and vile jtnest-f 
^ling, preaching for 
iinst Him. I have st.cn 
y that our beauty shows *, 

watched mere notliingi'.ess, 
arches pa^s. 
him who corrodes, 










‘J-"rifv^ 


ill some dark spot. 

w!)i|i;i|;Il;I^Ced» I muse; and if pcreliance 
sh<040i(^ me, ymitb, glory, love, 
it1^^gtli, vie 07 —^would I return to towns, 
T0 do 1 6nd it good to have a lair 

the forests, for by no means sure 
Am X, that even then 1 would consent. 



rhi LL \Ji \ ^EJ) i \/i / 


W hat IS this cai th crt ours t A of fouls. 

In this gloom tihoic we wandering |i>ltot8 reeob 
N I s} 01 c but rocks niibioktng them lm]porte; 

\ I tlu> tempest of desires^ of 
Of ti uist I rt**, loves, vows, 

1 In rl( iMhj: kisses of those profUt^tWK ^ .-fV ^ 

\\ I c ill uiib turn foituno nod eue0(^l ^ , 

}’(.* t( tlt( HufTiun^ loVs: ** W]^ 

I ii *1 iililiiij: I' IS il t) 

in Ii ftp ivUrous and 6efoe 
Of { I ot krii/-! (f t^'es^tue, 
in I rcM nu of tiu fate which tOfUi 
fliH c i{ t in fioin which ever 

II ( « II of tlu p»oi piulofophevt^ 

1 Ik ui w t\ s in 1 the sanae eatoitiCQjpMfJH 

III tins CI'IIO hng nothiiignesf, lUkd 

\n<l il 1114 < i* w •», wh It at last me» IM ^ 
tl ujvisMii Abo\o our 

\ 11 1 nlurts fine, the rrign of iwotiettiliyi'' 

\n 1 sr ftn of innocent 

114 ^i\c I the human heihrt, the 
Onr }cst< nil} in gloom, onr 
\11 the (lib inters, all the hairediy, ^ ^ 

Out j I /usa ein eked bj heavy, dm|||^il|g ^ 

Vll u un 1 ii^ i \ < n among the heet, 

An 1 ill tin thi >114 of luing thil^pt 
1 a Will Is, which b ow from out the 
In huth tis stlutar} for the miixd s» ^ ^ 

Viid 4 I .unjn4 the luterwoveu bott^^ 
t'O inin\ iiid bo bhnk, to contemphlhl ^ '*** 

Sonit inu^ ithw ut the iIIb whudi feeft lioti^jreed 
Betw \t ti hca>tns and ue like n|ieAee 
Deep and j u found and made of shfntitg Item ; 

It IS of 1 >1') <lod ihousht, what time He placed 
The pjcts utai the cradles made for sleep 

Ida J. Lfwov 
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/'OEMS BV VICTOR HUGO. 


THE SPOIL-Sroirr. 


Ta* protfcy girl8»ftro all in flight, 

. Aai trembling, know not where to cower. 
iUnewBiyed'aa mom, black-eyed as night, 

, Tbcy daaeol annear the old church tower. 

td keep the footing tnic; 
liiOQB brightening 
Itbond of dancing, flevr, 


with blooms of spring. 

with suniiu^r-udce, 

beneath the stceido-clock. 

the old oak-tree ; 

11 " sighed the amorous rock. 

o’ the sombre lower 

: “ Wretches ! Away ! " 
bmke the sNveet danco-bower, 

'‘‘“y- 

«y«. all are AM; . 
beneath the rain 
pl^jS^da'plies wing o’er head, 

April sunshine fain. 

hath made, alas ! 

•lords dumb with care j 
nng on green grass 
birds'in the blue air. 

manV* murmur ihoy. 
for that harsh cry 
tty ones far away, 

And Sirtti^ yet bird-melody. 

^ Who ki this black man 1 ”—“ I care not,’’ 

A Sparrow chirps, light-hearted thief. 

Tbsy weep as dawn to weep has taught; 

, Bat a white daisy whisperoth: 








THE SOLIS THAT HAVE GOHE. 


“ I am about to cs].»laiii those tliiiigs, 


3t)0 






THE SOULS THAt 


Tiiorr souls to mam&iy 
Do ue or return agalitf 
but in some blissM 
For aye, alas I remate,''’I'll* 

In (hose iiHi'ht worlde aboi 
Of {izure and of light, 

Far, far from those they Id^ 

Is theirs contcutmeht 

We i..-!, vith arbours rem! 

A dwelling near Saint 
flow fair the flower-dcc] 

'1 he toky above how 

Amul the fallen leaves, 
rove the forest 

And oft mi summer evea '^ s 

(dd ruined walls expior(tr^y>j^, 

» ’ 

' “V* •’ 

()ur laughter was Iks giy' ‘ 

Aw rang through 
With something stUI 
That had before been 

We fairy tales reheard, 

And happy wcie, God kndi^f' 
At eight of passing bird 
Our joyous voices rose. 




David Toulie. 
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1 >..N lIl’V <;.!Mn 7 . DE SlI.VA. 
I >! i:i; I'T < m'Tiia. 

11 ' I \ > V ' ■ ' I ) / , 

ff-iv 

|) iN Ufi Xi'.li 

t'.iN' C \J ;<1 V M'AJa/. 

I>iis 


Third^ 

DojBfiS 
I> 0 irK 4 I 


Si 'i:\ I;— >' r /•• r■/<iS f tlnrbuj the Ftrgtf < 
>W >■. )/i ! 'if lilJ'tfifU flurin^ the 21 

in the i'vurth. 

ACT 1 






r'- 


mmi 


> -.-'y 


•S- 1 :.\ I: i. 1 ) n:\ N A, X \ * n Caui/>s —U 

jViu'Uf. f>to taut ghvt< the ct‘tms(>u 
};t /V 'ifl nrn^ihnirii A hnfjck %» 

]i<jhi. Shf Heinin. Amowlkm^ U 

Duenna. ’I'liiit step upon the secret 
So soon I 

1 c-oiiic. i;<)'ul-]nom»vv, (javiilier* 

Dnter Don CiBlk4 
Dnonia. Nor. vou, Ileruani! M,urder'}' 

•' v» *1 1 * ‘^^4 

Of thiew.', of iin;! 

Don Carlo,! (f.'r..nui her arm), 

Two wor«ia more Mul 




N this the house of Donna Sol, the damt$ 

'IS’'''""!-/., 

Who, viehiiu'Z to an ainorous uncle’s name* 

Jealous aii'l oM. arcepts Pastrana’s name ; ? 

And ducal honours! If report speaks truth, 

The aliiauced lady lov<'S a hoardlcss youth, 

And secs by night, whose shades such meetings cover, 



i02 


V/C ruA- IIUGV. 


To her old lovev'e beard, her beardless lover; 

Is’t trUol w silent, Ite sknle/t her arm.) 

V:;’ V ,; Yottll bftVd the goodness t(» reply. 

' ic-Two-wordi^ and then I thought I was to die. 

I want but one. Yes—No. Choose from the two. 



m Whyl 

What’s that to you 'i 
is she free l 

i^jiQ the young 1 
Yea. 

ffVpM'W''.' ' Death to me. 

Sfi ' 

Ute place where met the two 1 

. 

^ Hide mo. 

Youl 


ill 


Me. 


Whyl 

What’d that to you 1 


Here. 

•- sAow'/ft;; a purse). 

' • , ; i^eign, if you refuse, 

;Bstwe»^^fiN^4d..th» purse to choose. 

The devil! 

1 am. 

Then enter and be still. 

.’-.WC'. ' (Opens a recess in the mill.) 

/ tAe reem). This box ? 

' Ob, if you will not, hence. 

(Uokhn^ tack as Ite mters). 1 will. 

Is th^ ^7;nhanoe, the stable where you hide 
The brooiQ^iek which at night you love to ride 1 (Gets in.) 
Duenna (dashing her hands). A man! 



/lEKNAXI. 


Don Cat-}os. Your mistress doubiless waits to hear 

A fcniiile footstep ? ^ 

-’’n < >’ * 

Duinihf. Hors salute# my '■ 

Quick, sliut the door. 1 hear the 
Dun Carlos (from rvithin), 


Hors salute# my > 

I I_ 


Dam no. Who cun this man bol 
Throii;;li tlic whole liouse, they sUuubfflf'bllSi^p^^P 
Well, i)tic is near to wlioin belongs 
'fiii; aihilr. Who wears a sword oan 


'l lu' .struniT' r \vas no robber after all 


Donna Sol. Josefa ! 
J)hi ana. 

Donu'f Sol. 


hber after all 

Enitr Donna Soifclfe 

. ? 

Vaa 


Yes. 

I fear^. 


llcru.ini should be hero. He mount# 



Opc cre he knocks. Quick, to your po#lt 


Enitr 

Honiani! * ' 

llrr.xanL Tis your form whieh meebi 
At last, ^h'ur accents w'hich to mine rig^42^^ 
Ah, why must fate my days from yours 
I tK'cd YOU, t o f'lr-ct the world beside. if J 

Donna Sol. Alas ! your cloak is drontm^' 

7/r 'niani. 1 know not, i 

Duioia S-jl. Y^ju are frozen, 

Ilernani. For my plight..y 

I care not. ■ ^ 'i 

I 

Donna Sol. Quit this mantle. . ;‘ :4 

Hama n i. Dearest* ssty^j !) 

When slumber wiles your hours of night away/. , 
Wlien calm, and jmre, and innocent, it bidw' . 'v * 
Half-upe that mouth and close those drooping lids^ 
Docs not some ungel in thy dreaming ear 
Whisper, to tell thee how intensely dear, 





r/r/oA iiLGo. 


flow tnodlj prized, to one those charms must be— 

The wretch, the exile, and the outcast—me 1 

Oh, you mra late to-mght. But tell me tiue, 

/Vre aot olulied f 

Memam, t burn when near to you. 

Ahut t when j^eflaion fires the bram, 

AiuS fwotls tha bom with its stormy ti.uii. 

What cftti tba tet^pests of tltc sky 
To tU4 that aiMl of hwih and bram supply I 
J)6nntt iSbf i^odk). I’ll take this ch ik aud ^^\ol 1 

Ilemu/Kfi,. ' ^ The tii^t \< a m i\ 

The in many » fiay 

Tried ndne may t ike an ay. 

Your of the ducal line, 


The laetj^^ 
Tried 

Your i 


Is abseAfl: 

«4 . .. 


hour is love s and thinc. 
alone. Tet all tliat hour can ^^ive, 

ITor OOhld die, or wish to live i 

Tho or to forgot 

That 

* Ho is absent, thanks to fate. 

Uko^ t|!$0ll^ at a miser’s gate, 

I eatiji^X beguile 

The dota^ of'^^^t(^jioo^ta and your smile. 

And I am hleti#d ^ and he will grudge the fiour 
Of bUss» MOid kh} ino^^when he has the power 
iloAtut Ho chini. Josefa, take this cloak away. 

' fiPo Hiaa^w^ Approaeh. 

The Duke is really absent ^ Siy. 
' Jhntkt JSM^ How you am t 


Jfefnanu Where is he 1 

SkiUmSof, Deiic 

Some other subjeet 

HtmaavL I cannot refuse 

To think of him. Ho loves you, for hi-^ bliss 
Would wed yon, and has snatched a [)ii\ilei.i.d kiss. 


Deiicst, th H.se 





h'o’iic cliui Mil jut • 

/) nu ( '^ f And lhat kiss in^piras 

Vh'itiUHf \u uticlo kiss ' ,i1 most ft t 
a >n VI MIS Imsl'unla, of your 
\u 1 ^ u the ji ilous ]ot(l that is to bO. 

I he 1 Ml I s ) ni \\hosc p\l led head mUittlNHWl 
In (ii Mil e\». ikutss to his jouiney’#and) 

I IK I 1 1') lu All life blood, h> hiaaidav v 
Si n (kss 1 11 m vn ’ iiiiisi' jilaie i youtblol 
\n I s i> 11 ^ ) ith in jsU auaj prepftro 
i lu tl 1 I i.liti 1 h in i t > (hum and ah^Nk« 
i ii n 1 111 I in ii<\ I )\s, tho mcddloi^a 
] I n < IS iK I f i tn i;rivc to which you apllj^V., 

W hit iiul (s th s in instious maiim^e) iPOKWib 

D n t I llu} tell me ’tis tho Kiqg» '* 1 * * ^ 


/> /? ? ^ / llu^ till rae ’ti 8 tho Kiqgw ^. 

Ji «■« 

His f it In 1 do mod ni oil my, sire to dl® i f ^ 

'Ihi ti 111 1 ■'(h all 1 hough >car® r 

Still t) Ins lu il si ’ his \M*o, fart aon, 

h 1*0 IS fush us if the acumut bojpaii . ' 

I Ins 111 11 r fUMi it \i th mj infant bra^ildl 
Uis s t sh nil 1 ([ 1 1 ni iiti ni^ tathcr’a daalih 
K i ^ I f ( 1 1 i( I n dit thte f a <uiU widfl; 

'tv 

Out diht of n lit is s^ill uiisitisfied j 
hoi tliiitN \t irs tl ( I in Ill’s ^.trife endorod: 

< Old 1 th It 1 11^ Cl ntisl h^ tt.cir death bo eujPadI 
In \ nil th ^( t ithcjs died, Ulu sons BUrvtT®. ' 

Pf lu, IS ii ibi in hut h ito lud \ongoaace thrltfi; 

1 hint,« iilos, Js tht deed 'Th well that when 
I tisckcd tl u', thou lust sought me m my d«ih. 

/) inna s / You fright me 

lA n 1,11 I must apeak, Msd y««t ttust heat, 

limits which ilniost iclnce rayscif to feafts^ 

List! u —L 114 •'i»' • • the} I hdgf i your youthful ohftvnui 
1 o y,i ur } loii I linen, lUi^ d( &ih I's arnui, 

Pisti mas (lake, ( istih s gi indrc, he Mcigha 
Ing Its and i ink agiiu-t liis length of da^s: 


U 



nCJ\>K JJLXiO. 


Pearls from tbo deepj, and red gold froiu iht* idIuo, 
Shall l>& 4ower j no royal brow shall shine 
In inoro starred with genks than thine ; 

FoT'^l^l^l^-wefdth, for titles, and for pride, 

BWy boa$t of, queens Jiave sighed— 

, I im|ic>or, mid own 

barefoot and nnknown— 
might make good 


Beneath W\ 


Whieh ye l'jfi 


one day revealed, 
folds fkaicealcd, 


InQili^yed fate accord, 
^i^rd with m\ sword ; 
p^^lle 1 wait my hour, 

mau's common dower, 
to set you free 
iiP^Wed him or follow me. 


And with m\ sword ; 

Bat 1 wait my hour, 

inftu ’s common dower. 

Such 

him or follow me. 

To my associate band, 

Are mood and blade, 

unrepaiil— 

Blush .now you knew me not— 

Wed is your lot; 

IluBt^^ from rock to plain. 

Where me from their nest, 

(Bd breast. 

Aknid her. poor, grave, and free, 

I thousantls three, 

901^^ oboy tho strain 

Atid in ^.1 Tbu lady. Think again.— 

TojMlInw.meo’kOl^ind W'ooda, and .streams; 

My oc^r^rlkdos Idee tho demons of your dream?; 

All to sna^ct, eye, voice, and step aud sound— 
Quaif the rough torrent—sleep upon the ground— 
E'en white ollayiug infant hunger’s call, 


To my associate band, 
|o^j!,^he hangman's hand 
mood and blade, 
K,|rvyengeauce unrepaiil— 
^I^Sd now you knew me not— 
pl^t is your lot; 

Mj^ki from rock to plain. 


i.eyo me from their nest, 









Siiiri t'* th,' iiiii'iic uf tlio whUtliug ball. 

All this I li liirof-ij t<‘ see the tmitor’s de^ll: , 

CiuiL*, as 1 saw iii}* sire's, tljo ^ 

Jf iuna S'J. 1 IuIjOW \ou. 

H,r)i (ni. The Duke has wcaltll 
Xo sjni! u]i tu his liuoaii^o 4ir his rumUMW" 

J|-('< r>u\\er ; eau otlor with his haud Al!^'%|i|^^ 
We I t!i, t iui's rank. • •' 

Il.ijiut .W. To-morrow we 

Hi 111 .IT. tiiisik me Mo«, alas! too 
])eii.iiu 'a- aii:''!, lo whifhe'er I’m «0*d^.VA|^t||^p 
Wii'-.to'er thi'U art, 1 am thy slave. 

tJ.i IV !h'>U wilt,—I fulltiW, 

Wii;i ■!'! 1 iliH? t know not, guess,ii;i'"ii^^|i^^ 
I j., 11 '; 1'. -■ V'.u, an.l to see again, ' '; 

J'iaiiv fual late to wce vou. When yottlf' 

Dies on Miy I'ar, my heart's pulse, 

AVhen \eu arc uhsent I am a-bseot to^'j 


r,in wiieii tiie sou: I I long for 
Y.air stvjf, hc'k to lM\^eli' th.it SOUUd 
Mv.^olf, ai’.'i lA’"!iKtuher that 1 Uv& 

//< f it'tui. A ntr-'l! ■' 

J)n)iu I y/. 'i’o morrow, mid nighti IwraK.tJrei! 




r>:*ne.itli mv wuidow ; finu my faith 
Tluw .'Ir.liO-. tl.u »igii:il. ■ 

Dmina .<o/. On whatl I follow, 

llt rn inL Xo, feeble woman 1 rniH^. - 

My fate, my fortunes, f rnttst now doolba^ 

Mv utmost dc-itiny to one so true. ' ■ 

Know that the b.andit is an exile too. , ,, 

Do7i Carloi (fjurHingf fnmi ■ 

I cannot ll.-iteu till tht.s tale l>e done, '''.',-',V,' ’, 

And in a cloth cs-pres-i! Has it long to mhl V' 

(flEiiN'AVi ■«/< 7 >A hack in anUmkhmmt, DoWwa Sot takti fefuge 
in hh arms, fixiruj tter tyu o» DoJt CsBLos.) 

Ihrnani CkU hinds on his sioord). Wiiat man is this? 




:o 8 


VICTOR HUGO. 


Donma Help! mercy ! 

i Check tlmt cry, 

gla^ Aany a jealous eye. 
you, ^Aa, whato'er befall, 




fttd iMiUnine to call. 


(To C.\Hi.')S. 


% WI 




to amuse, 


By 


|he^i^|l/^ithout my shoea 

an insult to n jest 


i^p|ll^.|^ttgh ^^ith the rc.st. 

fair sir. To speak my mi ml 
^p^^'imiime fiud 
alone, 
your own. 
would know 




whilo below 






m. ^ Tdoubt 
soon go out. 

sec. 1 otl'ur her my flame, 
that gentle darne 
^P^css I discover, 
lli^lar one poor lover. 

^ laaQ in disguise, 




Taken "Ibx^W^MWplir^Bnse; 
Hide, nest 




did my best 
I doublet new 




J *? -«-K n‘ -1 .. 


As you will. 

Madmen I 

Dm Lady, piray be still. 

Jlertumt 1^1 me your name. 

Don Carlo6, Disclose me first your own. 



IfrK^ i.\/ 


Ilnmnu I stoii* tli it seciet w|> for cwy aloU0— 
For him \iho ono d«u in his heart sbal^Od), 

J’ciue to the ^lotiiul bcnrath my kne6| iltMli 
Vtid, Tinth n„ in }ni> n^oii\, aball h<MWf ^ \ 
Ih it 11 um of Mii4< uico thuudcFd itl 
V a, i u' I hat otlier’s name, thAterf 
II in on, ( lu'.o wo till dchite. *' 

(•u^tiul I> f n i \i>nis« II 

(Hoj stunJ^ DoNSTA 
hit me 4 mnl ^ 

7 ) nn. f ^ 11\. I t i h(* ! fdiA Aftibl ^ 


J) nn ' S / {n\ i /) '1 he into ! tbo I, ^ 
U tnnni "W ho kiiof ks thust ^ 

Diunn i fintmn t). One we little 
li.i Duki ' ^ 

D nut s/ Tilt Dukohuro* Uain (^||6|| 
Will hdl 

Du tint ([f hn f muuiul lar)* 5 if 

]) ii". h no ' ^ 

Till} li<i\e (njs'iid >^ 1101(13 * fine doip| 0 nj^^^ 
J't/ ti tm f tth iui Opou tlie doof 
If i n XII (t/if f( / thf Diuiina^t Let 
Du nmCC u ut h i bn Is), 
ui 1 t(t 1 ly. 


r ii^SM 




i? «^«a- 


JT in in Qii ck, lot U8 liido. \ 

I)i,ruf Whuti 

IIff 1 (I ^\ here }ou bid before; *w * 

'Iviill I U us ^ i ^ f 

D if nl <* Thinks , poihapa it rtUtV* Alk^dNltif 
II ,11111 I h n il> this way. 

D 111 Cmh Oood even I stay help* * i 

lit I nrnii i>i, ith ol my body I } ou shall j^y tbbt dear. 

{T 0 Dovsv Sot 

hat, if I fi;;ht ill 

Dm Cm 1 ^ (fu Diunna). Open and stand by. 

Jl*}nam h it ‘•us he? 

Don, Cmh<< (t j Dufiino) 0 [»en, do 3011 beai t 


.be out 


oyuun) 


^ l^V*. f t 



V/CrOA‘ HUGO. 


Dama SoL 




I tlio. 

Gomez OE SltVjk, and vcdeU with torrhe^. 


^ with Qty uioce, and at this hour of ni;^lit ! 

Id. ......I i;..i.4. 


&nm 1$ one lor noise and li^ht. 

,. A\:-:;', ■ ^ < 7 ^ donna sm.. 


St...'£ii^'#iitilii4 are three, 

me. 

,' '>'''' '-\ i/oitnii men. 

Wh&i^sin^;||pi^^p^ii;«t^ joung cavaliers ? 

'KkiB 61 bye-gone years, 


H«xi ltk6 
Bode out 
ProteotingiS 
Their .a»M 


Who 

The righta^^P 


I ik to wage, 

eng men as true, 
sits on you: 
h iiiey ktielt ; 

,the love tiiey felt, 
r bright from rust, 
yed no trust: 

!d and gay, 
ant, and by <lay, 
t. As for those 
njest mOn repose, 
id, and in niglit’s shade. 
Is to invade; 

; knaves as those 


To th6 Ifeoir knees. 

tl^^^^^KP^s^uering blade 
Tbj^rmV would degrade. 

I say, 
to-day. 

of younger birth, 

Of and lirii to make your mirth ? 

mock my’ 9 ^ and at the sight 
hairs forget Zamora's fight 
yim i^a|l not laugh. 




TUtm* 
» /^uy. 


Duke— 

You must hear; 



lIEh'NJNJ, 
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Don Toimg men, you mock me still. 

ThdUimU ^ 

Tbe Kin^ere! 

Carlos of Castile! 

Yoa«^^ name, sir. Comez, are yon mad ? 
' ' 'lug. Good or bad, 






tame; 



laliastG to tell 


Tts'^ 'tldijigijtb so well, 

^ to debate. 

imise is great. 

/■ ■' ’.{Don Rur th'smisses his attendiint^.) 

JDoft Mn Inllinr tn in ? 

Jhn Oc 

i 

I come ii9i 



^,80 long to let me in 1 
Iij0> when you come with such a din ? 
of the crown, 


^|||lk them through the'town 1 
’ “ sit, the appearance— 

Say no more. 


must deplore 


to lose a friend. 
thS vacant sceptre ? 

Two contend ; 


these be found ? 
Heaven defend, aspire 


To that 


M-'j 

.VV., - 


If ymtr royal father held 


In Austria nncompell'd, 

Will moke the Uneag© good, 

And xail^ in yon ihA of blood. 

Jhd C^hs* Aliufgess, too, of Ghent* 
Don Sny% While others die^. 

Sole witness X remain of years gone by. 

1 knew your uncle once; but since we met, 




nrKNAXJ, 
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Liki Mrt\ niilirtii, nmi> a sun has sot. 
i) Hi ( Of Kume is for mo ^ 

I) >n lUft In truth, that befi&Ktt* 

7 hi, ol Mull itiu, IkiJv's powerful fraocio^ 

Din < n! <. 'I lub I'lanus is a 
\o lilt V ‘ hi\ t me btfoic he wnua. 

* 

1 hi tm im II la he n H his own dotnailUlt^ 

Ah ' 1 III ihi ] n»e IS f?ri it and worth the pl^ 

\ii(i \t ► wh t <.h UM 0 1 The colden bull 
!’) ati lui 1 like hiniHi If, the gloriOUB pirbtA 
D I Du Mi,.ht not that rule exoludoft 
/> / < i)' 1 lhn;;t‘^s of trhent f £dii#tl4t 
/> if} A uv i ho last canipan^n 
II 11 in I It K i»4 t’l mtJh soai 


J) i ( I / ^ M> t*i,jrlc (Tv,St ^ 

M i\ si K ui i*s \iiuus to soir above tbe 

* m 

Tor 1 i iiiiltii I (kpait I go a king, » ^ 

lUtuin intMi|Hioi Trust mo, FraneB 
Ml it’ Its to hi r ai 1, anil I must strain 
M\ own last nent the foitmost step tb 
1j fi huy J f> lint lilt r( giuus you tiwuiliier 
And It uc ^ni.i \i ijim tho bandit’s prey! 

1) I/I (cri/ >« 1) \ieos has charge to vOofe 
A I A I/'/ \n 1 Will then chief obey 
I) It tfl s '1 hat thief, who js be! r i 

D Dun No one kttowi lil| ^ 

Ihir n uiv vstinh exploit stamps biS fiftte* 

D t ( { s Oalhci I iioMv him now| 

I i 11 lilt of hoiiKts fiurn their northern hlfftt 
j> f Lf f 1 Inli the roporti were false Yhiths^^^^pknear 
I h 11 1 If e 1 

l}n(tnh^ IIhj; aero To show how Olttdk JSiSr, 

I i n }i ui ^ue&t to iiijfht, sir. 

D 1 Dvi, On my knee 


1 til ink 3 our Hi^hncbs 

Dint SjI ( IV h to III rnam) Midnight ; signals three. 
ID.n Hi {aside to her) Yc*, without fail , and with my band. 
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VIC I OR HUGO. 







J>m {atitk), Hiii band ! 

{Tu Donna 8or, 

JM© to pro]^se my hand. 

conduct Donna Sol to the door \ she fjo*'s out. As 

i ...(rail'll^ Hervaxi .vwO- 

will shine, 

WAS muHscd with itiine. 

OOmuNind your stay 
dapoot betray. 
jHroUict your tiligiit. 

Itbi© place to-night, 
fi Don Carlos, aud altendunts.) 
|llb^©uito, King Caklos! you ajioak true. 
I pursue -f 
^y trace 
.jpuraues thy race. 

1 of debate, 
love and hate 
for the two, * 

^'bat© of you. 
come to whet 
ttnot forget. 
piAsPdo prevail, 

’ v'' J * * 

: btto hatred’s scale, 
in© was tho word; 

©quire, or lord, 
tqla—tho tribe that run, 
sun ; 

1 , shall be 

.©u thoft^ j^th like me. 

I# title oriBom© plaything still, 

©©dk, thi»e grandees of Csistile— 

Som© bi©^© hanging fUrotn the nock tlicir joy ; 

1 risk no UMk of mine for such n toy. 

Thy spirit's breath, the blootl-drops from thy veins, 




HERXANr, 


3*5 


Are all I ask—4.Uo rest my soul disdainfti 
Away ! I follow. Vengeance, ever . 

Speaks busy words of warning in Wjr til;} t} 

Noiseless my step, no sound betrays 

Whii'li follows close on thy devoted 5**^4*^^ 

Curios ! by day thou shalt not tiina tl|y 

But mine sindr meet thy gaze, pale as 

Carlos: ii.Mii sbalt not raise thy eyes “by iiiiML 

I'ut mine shall blast them with tlieir 


■' .'(',4.'' ’■r'l 


ACT n. 

Soi;n'i: T. - - f'» rmrt. On the 

u'ifk <t l-it'-ony ; on thf ri;/kt, hoU^ 

0/1 li'jht tit the wijuiwfi* 

Enter I>on t ani.os, TV,s- SaxchWS, 

HiCAiino, urapptd 

J ).07 C>irf<>9. Yhis is the place. My 
Yot in hor iatCuv- all beside are brtgbi . 

Ml but the one in which I wish, in 
To see her taper. 

Ih.n y.'inrJm. I^et US 8pe<^:lj^^| 

Of that same traitor who deserved to 
And vet your lliuhneftS suffered him to 
And tljcn by ch(.*at the hangman. 

Don C/rL. As you 





D >n .Vafhi'ir. Maybe the bandiCs 
Don (Wios. Perhaps he 

Their chief or not, no lender e'er was 
No king, of prouder gait or lordlier rnien,:'^,;:^,^.^ 

Don Sfiwhrz. Ilisnamel ^ : ■ 

Don Carton. Kr—cr— some nam^ liibkti eiids in i. 

Don Sanrlk. Pcrhap.s Hemani ? 

Don Carlun: Ves. 


, *■ ■ . . 
'' "'rf - ' 




y/civii HUGO. 


Dm 


Tis he! 
Tis he! 


And can your Highness what he said roc all 1 
. {tHU lor^ng up at the viiuloiv). How in that 

could It XJot at all. 


But wHy release him, adth sncli power to sinke ? 
. f ]*3SS(»i Cbnioa you question me, which I dihl.kc; 

'i^id this 111,which makes the strife; 
t'his life. 

' t*WO what a lingering gait 


his life. 

' t*WO what a lingering gait 

Old those who wait.' 

'■ {Tftfi. Imt U(fht is e.rfhvntinhe'K) 

Thu rules the street. 

‘ ■''■ {Turning to Donna Sol’s u'iiuhiv.) 


Aconttef 

ShW 

Hsait'^ 

■Pm-M 

Tow<^ 


': {Turning to Donna Sol’s mtuhw.) 

yon be bright 1 
^H(:d^ipate the night. 

■ ^will soon. 




must proceed 




took, 

Pay nei^S 
Moreglad&ll 


Ip^lireTeut the deed. 

Kf|'j(A l^kt appears in Donna Sol’s tcinJoir,) 

^Pftisod the glass but now. 

mountain’s brow 
ill '^liat us make her hear 


'Tho 


0^ retire aside, 

,4^\watch,^.^|&|^^^|ihu8 shall wo divide 

.If^^l^^^l’Tobbel', mine the bride. 

. ^ If he comes, one thrust ;— 


lay tWhero in the dust 
tyrh^ bleeditig, I shall seixe the fair, 
And cawy-offf Thus we dispose the pair. 

And yoi'i^ man is brave: so thrust with skill, 
Dive him enough to quiet, not to kill. 


h'EKXANI. 
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’'if?' 


i 




{'fhc L‘')'ih tlf)ipt'rse. ?r/ie» they are0 Oh4 Dojt Carlos ehps hi$ 
fotti’U firrtt' tunes. Jt tAe ihird tttui 

Donxa Swl aff/>mys at (he IkUcoi^^*^ j 
D’lfifl l .V.</ (an thn Mt'on^). IlorOARlH 
]i»n Crtrl-is. 1 am lost if I 

]}anna Sal. I come. 

(She ehnts ih^ ivinAntp^ and presienify 

a l-ivip in hf-r hand. DoS CaRI^II 
i .tf'iTih htr ; Don'Xa Soi. drc^ 

Oh rioiiA'criH I another’s stop^ I 
I)'.n C//-/os (<li taining her). Lady^ ' 

Jhm It. t Sal. That voipo 

Ihot Otrlas. Can tbat'fsi*!#. 

I.o.s^ amorous than the ouc you wish 



Tint voce i-s hut a lover's aud a 
]h,nn t Saf. The Kini». 

Don Cnrhu. Cominaud him, 

iir 

If is fi:s crown, his potter to smltR^i 

'I’lie Kin <4 cotuinauds, 1 ' Carlos 18 JCRUF> 

Darina Sal. Hernnm, help I - - . 

l)an Vavtui, ' How justly she OCf^: “ 

The hand .s not a bandit’s who detaiosl 
Donna SoK Tlic bandit is yourself. 

Docs ir not hiush as mine for you does.a^^j^^^^ 

Are these tiic exploits which enbauco 
At midni.dit to invade a lady’s famet . 

YieM lo tliC l).indit, king; if men wcro, 

Net as their birth, but iwt their virtuim 
Their separate rank—if honour drew 
His were the sceptre, and the poniard 
Don CaHos. iladam— ’ ; 

Donna Sot. My father’s lineage yil 

He was a count. ' •' 

Don Cnrlos. He was; and I can 

On that fair brow a ducal coronet. , ' 

Donna Sol. Hence, Carlos There is nought between ns two* 
My aged father shed his blood for you, 



f * 



■ «-?:v 



VJCIUK JJuIjU. 


And jcaloui of that blood, bis daughter’s j^ridc 
Tho 1 Kionis»«>a 8 pires not to the brido. 

Gome, bright attraotiou, tiicn, luy thrutK' to shan 

emjKrofii. 

,; KOf',', X Mi the snare. 

were you apart, 




‘ ‘ I\ >“ "* t 


I withdraw 
and the world’s law, 
To he goes~> 


f^TAtkm^ 

His 




^ imrwiit of foes; 
alone, 

to a throne. 






Think^M 

Whate*«^ 

S iatml 
ytwiOa 




i'y 





Mh|h 

ast 





I onr law through Spain pursuo., ? 

is beloved again. 

i^ioltuce). "What loattors, then 1 

at you are. 
r swells tlic throng 
aambers files along; 

!c, or their name, 

jot from Heaven ? 

dngdoms more; 
a’ golden shore— 

sinhs to rest, 
ti^ would tear his bride, 

His firom Hemani’s side. 

/. » her^lf on het kn^es h^fure A/»?.] 

Don ni hear no more. Forego to strive iu vaiu, 

My Indies are all yours. I’ll give my Spaiu 


j-'lZ 





To win tiiat h;md ! 






[Still keeping hts kold 
Donm SJ {matches the dagger from 
to gnuit, 

Tliis [>oniixrd is tlic only gift I tvnlit. 
Advance one I kill laysuli aud 
Help ! 

Don C\ I r.'oit. Silonod I '; 

Donna SitL lleln! the detain 

* JtT 

Jhm Ctulos. \i>n trifle vfiUi 

1 have llirce friends can force you to 

Dnirr HkUSASI 

Ihnvini (ajpmrinff tdiind the King^.V^ 
who will pursue , 

Your fit' ps much closer than tbese 
{The King t inf is round antif diseovetkJ; 
him. Doxna Son rushes into 

Donna Sol. JliTnunt, save tite feoSf 

% 

IJcniuni. N<: • fear. 

Don (.'at'los, Monterey !—Are my IH; 

I low could they let this chief of gips^^ 
Siuichcz 1 iov fru'iid : 

Jhrninil. Ail at luv luorey Ke, 
Ex]>ect no succour from their powerlo«i|i,t|^ 
With sixty hand it" I can match your h 
J'lacii t-f the sixty worth the three aud 
The iiuarrcl now renjains between U8 
With vii>lcut hand to force a Iady*8 witt' 
Wiis not a s\i^c in.uis ticed, King of 
it was a coward a ! 

Don Car(o.<, Can I sloop so kw 
A bandit’s taunt to answer? 


^ you have 



llcrnani. 


Well I know 




My rank ; but insult joined to injuiy brin^;lf^ 2 'r. 
Tiie subjects to ft level with their king’s. 

Know ye the man before whose hauglity^ow 
Your own must *]uail, whose grasp detains ye now 
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VICTOR HUGO. 


My father yarned a traitor’s doom from thine— 
1 hate ye#. If (^disgraced my name and line— 
I my love yfiu cross my path— 

X hii^l^'^Sftte ye with a rivaVs wrath: 

^ evenihji Mte bad found repose— 
bdt ha^yl^^iirotild have fled my foes. 

' rail or fret, 

-'i'.fibid ®et: 

' Fewer}$al;^^^^Ks^M.^ «nd at bay, 




'SM. 




K )ble rank will raise the sword 
DO from their Lord ; 
blood shall spill. 

{Draws his m'onl. 
r sovereign; kill, 


mine but yesternight, 
piiiy'your name I know not, and my own 
Kjlhpraaeut both are known. 


Men# 




King, tOMlay. 

murder me, you may. 

^^^.like us, can names be sacred made 1 

to yotir trade! 


. Don Caiu.08 et/einy him ) 

your cut-throat bands 


You your cut-throat band 

Qji^iibirea^ rapine o’er my lands; 

allowed to start 

_jli"!x*. ' ^ . •. - •» 


victor's pait 1 

Thdt |ir^%tiqay deign to save our lives, 

Witit our good swords to cross vour butcher knives 1 


X'our «Hli^ pnr^e ye, fl^ them how ye will. 
Duels witli yonl A^aasin! strike, and kill. 



IIEKXAXl. 
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(IIerwxi fintferi the hilt a m^mM ; 


thfii tumino nuUi'iity towe^rdk 
tt^runst t/i' i^ivtmtnt.) 

}[-i'}ui)ii l>t.-i)art. We meet H 
Oi5 fa!r<*r ti-rrus. 

Ih'n C<irlo». 'Tia well—mtltir 

*• 

The jixlire, the fiseal, and the baj)gpa|4^ 
Kie ni/iit retuni, may have their ,ipp 
Th(‘n ^i)illl you feel my vengeatK^. 

Jln n'Uii, V'eufjreanec is lameil 

i'>ivhj$. Oh, that aiioh w»H^' 
i{Dmeml>er, tbottftl^^ 

'Fhe fuiiiic (U'har of a subject 
h sm.sll auil we.ilv, and trembling'^" 

Anil i rau Viu>]., if close that band:H 
'riie cajoles egg in its imperial 
Dijii Cjrl‘>?. Do BO. 

Iht'iumi. Away 4 And for 

Frum ruveis c»f my baod, this manUjftj;: 

(/A* (^irow» hie cloak over &l^:. 

No veiigoaiico-hhull .'inticipate myb^ 
Away ' 1 keep thee for myself 
D<»ma Anl. Now let us fly. , 
Ifvrnani. The task befits thee ir 
To gallier firmness as the tempeste if* 
Ar.*nn<i mo still, companion, wife, 

'l'(j cling in foini cudnrauce to the 
’Tis worthv of that firm and troeti 
lint, hua\ ju above ! for mo to play 
1*0 tlrag her on, without regret or 
My time is past, the scaffold froinia 
Donna Sol. How say you! 

JJemani. This great 

Will heck his life by whom bis own was.iii 
He tlica. Already at his [jalaoG<gat^ 

He calls around the minions of bis stated 
His guaixis, his lords, his hangmen. 


the blade 


X 
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Donna Sol. * ' 1 '^°“ 

Despatch ! #ei»p»M» I Together let us fly. 

^ 5 ?cn! that hour is past for night. 

tby beauty met my siglit, 

I which bade mo live, 

- twia, mh^mmry had to give— 

.tffiwatjm.- ifiiitr mountain. Bolder grown, 

greemvcKid glade, 

1 *.’■■' conch be free, 


?•- ;i> « V 


In fthatha 


l^eserved for rue. 

^j|; pronriBcd ! 

* Angel ! in thi.s hour, 

It^jppressed by power— 

^ prepares t o eh >so 
# of WOtiS — 


Hat6 
Fo^ yod hi 

li 


flaw’s garnieiit clad, 
to bo glad: 
and have shed 
l(f3Ws forfeit head. 
B^Slljh you. 

'No: 1 will not bond 
a6 I descend. 
iiW. ‘ Go—resume 
away of bloom. 

^ jhat neVr wo met; 
and forgot! 


\vbct can ccr atone 


she fiy alone. 

the thi'eshohJ)- You fly mo? 'vas 

''i^^fh''ii^.ihi8lcast 
All at y^wr ^ be repulsed at last 1 
Can hefotwtid^ I braved my fate, deny 



///^A'X.LV/. 




All tlial —tlj<* ifH«s >\ith liiiw to 

Jf'.i IViuisln;'!—prosciibcd—COUt^j^^^b 

l'n^i-a!e!Mi, thankless! 

//' I «■' 

"\"oii w'.Ai if. Let me seek these 
\ I 1 till tia-su* !tnns release me, i 
(•’ I ".(i i.'.ir h-riiim- and nur foes 
S’t <;’.i tiiis '.tojii* ahi»\o me, bend ihf 
(>n inni's -a-.A me with its 
Sjx.ik. aii'i ( nehant me. Deaivst, 

'I'n 1‘ M,-. ;ni>l xec the luvod one at thy 
''1 'JiH'. ri> lu‘ tv\<* wlioio not u third is 
L.i iii'.' i.'..ht air. wliilc others slo0'p,'tsyi^^^^S 
ll> (. .Ill ti,y t.rMsJ, k-t my repose 
.M') ].t\'. •.; V )!■ 'auty I [ 7 'he 

}{, i<-kf ih.tn till* loesml ' 

//^,i,<f ’I f, *Tu» 

Aial I O' -i* :iu* notes < if bridal joy, 

(Uj lii'* n'yln Wiveze. 

n '.. r* ^ ^ Kise 1 fly 














Jl’ia-ini. ^ The 

'h.r-Aahu ■ r. My lord ! my lord I 

li:,- force ; v.hok* squadronSif^^^^^H 

]h,,t>L,o {rinnj). ’ 

Loath to the chief! ■'' 

]U>',i'Kfil. Thy sword ! the 
Adlou, Ih^n! ' ' 

By the o^ih %• 
Adi.'ti ! lb n.tn.hor, if you fall, I die. ^ '' 

Htrnani. Lne kiss. 


i-'.; 


Bui. 
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VICTOR HUGO, 












r/C7 uA’ JIl CO. 


With all a briUcgroom’s love, a fathers priile, 
I lovd A hundred ways beside ; 

I loi^e love ihe^iSlowcrs—thc .skies- 

AKa^iS d-H.t 


eiiciiautin^ dyes; 

4 ».B(WofuIjret so free, 

bivii'ti' T Rf>r. 


l^flt. bfda', I see. 


' ItML' 1'^ Is ^ l 1 ' 




gaze 00 thfo. 


' jT'' I 




-'f. 









% 




'’f 






the re.as<)niii:j w.>rM .-i 
^^^-'.igpravo an olil mau luuvc.i, 
to tend, 
journey s end. 


lorn, to mo. 
PUrViye, and I t 
‘iidleffo to live. 


'I ;r>T;:-)VOs, 

i. 4 r 




wiJ. l.JK' ''jUfl 


• discllssi(^!^^ : 1 mnat chide 






■ 4 WW ana ro-'t; 

they of the band 

Of the laud 


;f’i';;, Their end is near. 

/le^nO' i^of Heavens ! 

Don^H'^^ ; How say yon ? 

Thev have fled. 



/I£A\Vjy/. 


Ti.i- ruinunr l^as it that the chiof is dead— 

If It'll, !i tliuuNaiid crowns are on his heftdj 
Til-.- Ijiiiisi-lf pursues him if ho 
Ih .'f," S J (asulc). And without 
/>•// A'./y. 'Tis 

itt,(\ r. j^>ioe, iny f.iir one ; quick^ 

’•’'.at A (luuhlo festival to-day. \^^^^ 

and tliy jny .should be 

A’l.'v (f<j the J\i /f). ''i'gke 


Wmt^ 


tin i-hinc 




r.it.iit a> Oiir h?\dy’s imajre in it» 

'i'iii , 111.inks to lior (lark eyes, and 
!!<;-' hariiiN ^hall force a ptl^u’im on 
\ j /.ji on ' —that roiii'u\'ls me—I am 
.\di<iii liiiis, quick !—tIic ono that 

’’[’vN.i,'. wri.iig-. 

AV. .' nKUN'.ANI 

I/f To all beneath thi* 

'W'ch'.irc uij'l iioacc ! 

Ah((/. The same 

A I'll.u'iln h ‘ ',c 

liii'fi'in^ Yes. 

liCil by Ar-jiillas ? - ^ ” 

//I'l /('/<('. Humour of a fmjfC0 

Hcti'n'c l Uic. ■ 

/)■„/ /,'</./. With llte routed 




1 know iK^t, 




Ih'v liny. He who holds th^^l^^^piiand, 

KjiMuVt Ii.ou his fate ? Hernani’s? 

Who* 

D’jii Rwj. ThoJi know’st him not! Ftnr otn^ then shtdl be 
The thouf-iui'l crowns, his forfeit head shall hring 
This lon^; uiipmii‘'he(l rebel to h!s king; 

And if t-jwarJ.s Madrid your steps you bend, 


VICTOR HUGO. 





liE/CNAm, 
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Sho shods good fortune round on all vrhopXli^. v 
No ring, iny csvrclu.ss bride ? No mar; . 
lln'nani {hi a voice of 

thou^.ll)cl crowns paid down! - 
(Ift ojf /iispih/rhifs gown,4md 

I :im lleruani ! 

Iloiift Stif. Heavens! ' 

JArnani. *3?li8 

I atu the loan your bloodhounds 
i own no (•■ooinon title, but am 
'I'o sjicidi Ib'inani's dreaded name aWl® 

Tli(' convi<‘t! Take this forfeit koaidij 
M(»rc tluni your marriage feast shall 
lUml me !--lbit no, Twerc useleas ; 

Ts roinul mo u hieh 1 cannot break. 

Dun Jin//. 

Mv guest is mad. 

ll/rnani. A price is on 

Dunna So/. Oh ! heed him not* 

JJvrnani. What 1 hftYOSi 

Dull Jtu>/. A thousand crowns 1 
My pta'j-Ie may be tempted. ' ' 

Ilcrnani. Why del 

Yield mo. 

Dun Ruy. Be silent. 

Dunna Sol {aside to IlEliNAKJ). ;F<Mrj0 
This /naduess. ' 

Jfeni mi. I niust join the 

A bride, Lc*rd Duke, waits me, as 
Not quite so fair as yours, but 
Death! Do none stir? 

Donna Sol. Beraani 1 11 

Ifemani. A thousand crowns, my , 

A thousand crowns ! Corac, gain It 
Ilcmcriibcr, riches make the slave a man. 

You shrink ! 

Don Uuy. Some cause for shrinking may bo shown; 


ft 
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oil, 1 could watch thee, were it but ta tawHJ 
'J'hc spot tliy footstep pressed, and^ltll 
D<mna S>)L To think tlie 
'I'ii.ir force could bend, or misery 

4 1 1 • 1 ‘'-i'J’ 

An t narrow this free bosom to 
\Vi t'lc anv imairo but thiue own 
//• nvoif. Oh ! I blasphemed 
Tiic obj. ^'t of a madman’s blasphemi^P"; 

1 slioiiM discard the w'retch, whofi^-f” 

Its i;f • juid spirit from the woundsi'S^^ 

A../,{'/ Sr.L Oh, you have ceased 
Ur,uni. 

Arc thine. Then blamo me not 
’Tis for thy sake alone I wish to 
Donna Sof. I shall not blame 


J/rrnani. l>ie? and for me! 




Again you weep—and 



Jjunn t 
. Ifirnaiii. 

Who <'aiisc those tears? You will 
.And Mli'» my depth ot'anguish can 
'I’o SCI' l!ic tear-drop dim that eye, 

Is all on which I I'lVc, and live to 
Oil! lia.l 1 i^rlds, these worlds ivereat 
Donna S<W A'ou are my master,' 

If, ynnni. (’onld wo but love too 
My fate to jiciish of that love’s i 

Donna So!. 'J’hine, au<l for ever* m 
J/f )‘nnni. Oh ! that my poniard 
Donna Sol, Jfcriveu will he angry. 
l[<n\an'>. Let it unite, if it refuse tMl 
Come to tiiese arms. I vield me to its wliCi 

• ' ‘ • 'ir ^, 

Enttr Dox Roy 

Don Dvy. And this is hosjo'iality’s 
And this the guest whose life I went to 
Fooli^h old man ! for this array thy power— 
Up drawbridge, bolt the ]iortal, man the tower 
siclcct a harness fit for age to wear, 
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J/£A'X.^.\ 7 . 


1 l,)ve liiin. ^ 

Don Jiuy (fuvioiis). Woman, you 1 

iiHter . 




mti 


- ■'* vN, >r.' se 






tA . '*. ' I 


rH- - ' 

T- 


Don Ruij, What noise was tliAtl.^^ ^ 

A^-hois-sion for King Carlos and 
Doll Rnff. ^ Obey the King's 

‘\t(:ri‘l f-prin<ji a vontLaled dmr 

Ihvnani. ' I hold 

At your tli-posiil, and, to close 

' ' porti\iit. reifumf'fi its naiurdl 

Donna Sol. Oh, fciwire that life WHC%| 

I'agb, 

My Lord, the King. "vli 

(Enft^r Don Carlos, followed bp 
Sol ioK-tr? h^r veil.) ■ 

Don Carlon. How comes it, cougill,..’|ii^H 
That when your Sovereign seeks De 
Your b-'I s arc drawn, j’our archerSrOOpt^^H 
To hciir iny hcrahl waste his breath 
I tlioUj.ht vtuir sword was rusting in,' 

And find't reafly from that shcath'^tO' 

’Tis soincAhar late to play this youthfU^^^M 
Wear 1 the turban i—Answer, do I 
From Moorish racel—ani I a Cfarietka 
Carlos ? or do 1 bear a Fagan name, ^ 

Mahom, Boabdil, tliat 1 bear this sbamsif .- 7 ,r :v :;. 

Don Rup. My Lord— 

Don Carlos (to his attfndanU). Seize all the castle gates, and 
take 
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The keyss. Is this the fashion you would wake 
TbetshostiSf 4ead rebellions, and renew 

L Know the King is waking too, 
pupils to arrest, 

^tboir' monntafa nest. 

lin® was ever found 


_4tlfel or to the ground 
^'towers 1 raze. 

s blaze— 

r^>%rho hides him now ? 

'tis thou! 


;fii8 head or thiiio miisl fall— 
iioer the castle wall. 

bo content, 

repont,; 

/p the most ancient of tnc poriraiiA. 
*8 race, 

^dbnsul's place 

IFhtee ^^.|i^i)KQGe for such honourctl names.^ 

^.li^laster of St. James 
Bmhs sustained 
jMnk bencatii. Ho gained 
‘liiidlook, as legends tt 11, 
the Infidbl; 

Motrll, in war 

him Juan stands, 

His hand was worth tho hands 

Of Oaspar, of Mendoga’s line— 

Few nohde st^s but chose to join with mine: 

Sandoval Hometimes fears, and somes woos 



This 
And Cali 








Our smiles ; Manriquez envies ; Lara sao^ ; 

And Alene.i>tre hates. Our ranks WO kuoWivk 
Kjny:s are but just abuvo us—dukes 
Va.squez, who kept for sixty years his 
Croater than lie T pass. This rev«rei>^*'l3^^^^^ 

'I'lii: was my sire’s—the {i^reat^t 
'riie tiis fnetid had taken and 

\1var <.'jri.li. 'Wltnt did my father 
i!o \ietK to seek him with throe 
llo out in stone an unajre of Alvar, 

Oiinnln'ily earved, ami dragged it tO 
lie v)\vi-.i a vow to yield uo inch 0^ 

I'l.id that imnue of itself turned *'Ottad 

llo Ka' h. d Alvar—he saved him-^wad’l^l^j^ 

Was oM he Sdvii’s, and his iiaiue was 

liny tJf'iie/,^^ ^ ^ 

V'‘ii fit///\fffU ihi A’i»</to tLe 

i.< c »n\ ‘lul). ■'^/- 

.'^ir, yi^nr Highiiosa does mo gra^l' 

'rhi«, the hist [jortrait, beaiu my form and 
And you would write tins motto on its fraioo Ofll 
“ 'I'his 1. 1 st, spniiiL; ffftrn the noblest and tho-botl^l 
“ liotrayed his idighted fuitli, and sold bia 
Don Cnrl'in (rvllriu-j somewhat duroticmiei^, ^ 

1 shall aiiato your house. Stronghobij9;ilk4y^|^ 

1 hate. » ^^ 

*'" ' j.ls^ ‘^^LaWd 

J)'‘n Jiia/. Your Highness can aflbrd tb' 

.1' / * ” -' 

1 oar laneV. '-■ ' 

t. .V V 

Dolb Carlos. I shall raze its towers, ftndjKJjJWg^J 
Tlicir place with fla.v-seed. 

Do7i Ru7j. Better that should grow, 

And mark and stain the desolated spot, 

Than falsehood’s stain shouM be De Silv&'s lot j ' 

Is it not true, sirs ?—I ajjpeal to you. (Appealing to the porti’atU.) 
Don Carlos. His lie.id is mine j you promisod.i— 






nc7'0J! //ran. 


Do» Mvy, Oae of two- 


ToQ wear my long indulgence out; 

K Itor. 

, Implore each tower, cave, aivl t-ell. 
iiungeon keeps ti secret well, 




f'X ■'%’k 


toiiri 


PfKing.* 

^^wers are levelled to the plain, 
their master slain, 


me his head, 




histead of one, then. ’Tis my will. 








*(«/, rvihes hetwetn the Kiii;r, the 

ults you censure flow, 

Is, you rule our fate— 

antress, I were great. 

of Castile. 

My cousin, I respect 

Yoi#' and petinit you to protect • 

Your ea^fle’s inmate. Set yourself at rest— 

Betray your aovcrcign, and defend your guest. 
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I take one hostage only from your hall— 
Vonr nicco. 

Jh>n liuj/. One onlyr I • , 

D<.nna Sol. Me I .i, 

Don Dio/. And 

The gonorviis victor! Boon without 
The lieari to torture and the head 
(Ireat .er.iee ! 

Dim Carlos. The traitor tat 


Dun Carlos. The traitor <r 

One r have. ^ 

Don Ri.t/. But cme 

Yonr jJca.-'Ure. V' 

{The Kin If approaches DoNKA SOL^]; 
lii'Y.) 

Donna Sol. Save me !—Wretchtd* 
]Me or my nncle. Lot it fall on me. ' 


H:, 


Donna Sol. Save me !—WretcheQj\li^lt ffi||p p|P 
]Me or my nncle. Lot it fall on me. 

Don Carlos. I triumph in Idld 

This lair one to her senses must be 
(Du.nna Sol 'jo^s to ti.e casket, and 

it in, her </irdle,) '/ 

What hidc^ she ti>cret # ;’T 

Donna Sol. A jewel which I pHse... 

Don Carlos. Show it. . 

Donna Sol. Another time, sir. ' V 

(DuNN-v Soji ffives hr-T hand to Don 

him; Duv Rlty, having stood 

qrh f, (urns round suddenly.) 

* * ' 

Don Ilvy. Earth and skicH I 
Since Imnonr nor compassion ran prevsHf 
Yti tro]>hio(l chambers, walls hung ronnd 
Ye banners, seamed with tears of conSkt, 

And crush the 0 ]jprc 8 sor in my father’s ludl l * 

Leave me my child, my last, my only goo<L" < 

Don Carlos. My prisoner then! 

Don, Buy. Respect Dc Silva's blood. 

{Going toieards the conceoded door, he turns c^ain U) the ptyriraits!) 
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llkle me from these ! They stop me on my patli ! 

{Ayam headvancu toimrdB $ect'€t cloor, (Iwn ixuninj Ut the 

KiA\ 


to the ft/rn t fjh'itu;, thn Oi/I.s 


Yonmt, 
JOim.CarhB, Tas. 


lissuago your wrath. 

".2>M Bhall. 

Aw i lionour livo 


Rnt. anti attr.n'Jffiifit. Ah Hr^ '» iihOih’i arc 


SSSKfe*/;--'' 


Can it be a'itli frigi^t 


Wm^Jt^wwonh^meamresihem^ohi! hvtt^ them on, 
'^m^'^.^'potiraU, presses the serrd .'•juin'j, amt tin 


[A’«/er llniN’ANi. 




we mav not hght. 

h|^|;/j!^you frightened ? Is your rank and erade 
Too received, my blade 

Shall 

J/m ''" cannot fly, 

Yonng kill me, or to die. 

' die ! My life 1 owe to yon; 

it—take your due. 


it—take your due. 

alone then. Time runs fa't - - 

Prohmi^ Jim 

Jl«h¥t»h To you 1 make my last. 

Iktn Eujf^ Make it to Heaven. 

HenumL To thee, to thee, old man. 

Kill by what mode you please—strike how you can— 


me, or to die. 

die! My life 1 owe to yon; 





//£A‘iV.-/-V/. 






ilut do not, \vlale the Mow iujj^muls, deny 
Thf last m)!o boon—to see her ere I die. , / 
]>>'>< To see her! • 

Jh ;;; v// i I^et mo hear her 

At least that voice but once, And cm^ 

You s}):;l] be tliere; I will not spealc.li<N^ |ji^i|^i 
Tluii -strlLo me as I listen. 

D-.n 7ii/y. Saints above J - ?; 

* 'v’’' 

Is iloit ivircat 80 deep that he bia he8*4\ 

AotljliiL’* <jf what was spoken 1 
Ih 'H't ft i. Not a word.'‘ 

/>' ,i A’> 7 /. 'I’o save ytuir life I wae 
A in iiiy niece, to— 

//- ■>-./«/. ' Whomi 

A."/.yv. The King. 

ihr'Ktni. The King ! He love» her!, 

All 'she his prayer. ' 

/>-a Ah///. My horse t 

<I.»thcr niy Viiv-^als for jumauit! 

!/• t'tvi'i'. Attend 1, 

SIov. VI ir.i an^c is the surest to its end. - f.*/- 
J a:u y/uv ] rojicrty; but you may itHI . i,/-;, 
K!tj[»I'‘y ili'.' in.in you have a right to kill—»’ •' 

To grant my sh.i’ -; of vengeance were bat 
For this one boon I bow mo to the diist^ • 

And kiss your feet. When he whom both 
Has died f >r us, then I will die for you, ‘’ 

Jhui Hut/. AVill y<>n .submit a.s now 
Jhrtuini. I swear it. ‘Vr 

[)nn litnj. Hy what oath! 

IIf:rnam. My father’s head^ 

I>cm Ruif. M'ill y/»u remember this sor^e 
Hcrnani. Acce])t this horn. 

M*hene’er it plea.se you to exert your powor^ •" 
Whatft’er the time or place, to name iny hour—* 
Come and bj welcome. Sound this horn, and then 
’Tis done. 


My horse f 
suit! 
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DonMu^, Yourhfiud. (Addixsmuj tht 2>urliali^.) Tear 

Audeiit mca 1 [Exciun. 


ACT IV. 

.BeaSm in AMi-Chai^elle. 

Jlighi. 

BioaRIK), ‘•ffrappi d m clo-il sf. 


jbwk ^ Tills ia the place. 

traitor-baiid 

' Meet lieneath this hauU. 

:.-:J-liffmlg'jKfl appropriate stage 
^iatid faction’s rage i 
ii eataoomb, 
lx ou a tomb, 
with their knives, 
iJjl—they stake their livcs^ 
scptilchi'al oaves 
l^ke journey to their graves 
i>o these caves extend 

>" t' 

^ ‘Us lordf 


Fbr,-^, 
MurW 





Fhrtutl 
Ihm 

distant to explore. 

Reiid me % ^lir o«ce niore. 

''<2otha. 

' The valiant Duke conspires alune 
ihci^German throne. 


Telh» Oiron. 

J3WI ^<1^. Our Lady and Castile 1 

Revolts tgftmst his King T 
Don IHcardo. Your royal will 

Made him a borwi; and ’tis said he foimd 



NEKNANI, 




Y' ur sacred jierson ou forbidden gi*ouiid— 

His ludv’s room. 

Don Carlo». And must ^ ’ 

His priv:ite wrong. 

A.Ji liioirJo. Nest in the ' 

V.i'-ijUr/, tlic bisliOj', eoiiios. 

J)-tii (\(j-fos, Tis rather 
At It Mfet, his reverence has no wife 
( »y tM revenge. Tlic rest may well be 
Oiir time is short—T have them oa 
Jicit Jio'arAo. There are two stitt 
New converts both—inic young* the 61 
])i>n Curios. Their names 1 •'' 

(Don lltOARDO 

Tlicir .1-0? 

Dmi Jllnir<1r> 

Sixty the next. 

Ihotr Corloa. 


One twenty the 



Both useless for t;be4j||, 
'J\)o young an«l old. No mattei^^ Aral 
'I’Jsc Colicgt' incois, but is their choice 

J* ^*K ‘-f* 

And when ittixes the imperial crowa, 

What si-ual speaks the election to the 
])*oi JiinnAn. The caimotv’s thunder i 
Tvo fur the Freiiciiman—for yonr..^igbai^ 
Jhn Carlos, d liis is tiie hour the tndtt^ 
Gi\e me the key, Tljrco camion shots, 

(Don UioA&aft i 
Don. 6''f)7oa {alone). Great 
and the just ! 

I sue Ibr pardon to thy hallowed dust* 

'i'hat human aims and passion's voice 
To pierc* the .sacred silence of the tomb. 

Sure ’ti,s .1 s’gUt to fill and fire the breaal^ • ' 
This Europe, thy creation and bequest; 

This edifice, uj»oii who.>»e dizzy height 
Two mortals hmnd, to wht/se MijierMir might 
Submiasive inouarchs bend. From sire to son 
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In Inssj stream al! minor titles run; 

Thronei^ herqditary all, 

By b]qc4 on iSx’d successoi-s fall. 

Bnt change these two alone,— 

The eoeptr^ ftnd the Papal throne. 

Thus elnbi^ and change and motion, all reurciis 


The aa 


Jt tiff depress; 


Heftven ow all:|ip6r ja mtchful sway, 
Controlsto-day. 

As tlie 

Some naseifti^-™.. 

It grows imparts 


we find, 

mysterious mind; 


If oiieej 
Ann^!^ 
Cimfou 
Kotmi 



^tmding hearts; 
hftfe m vain suppro.ss’t, 
levels gue.'it, 

ImtAhe enfranchised slave 
omfronts the brave; 

_^ ^ im th||tiara’s hand, 

Or, with his hand, 

Steow,i^1^;^fS;iMa%n unwearied wings 
r -•i-of kings. 

those mighty sounds 
A.lhyuter^'liwifif wide eartli grounds 

Heir Heaven, which lends 

To theseand bends 
People . Their thrones below 

« > A\. / *' * - .im *{lSAa^ •A L ^ ^ 1 


A Worh 
Unravels 


h 'One with fingers slow 
in twain: 


Thus truth their rights maintain. 

And sight displayed, 

One in white arrayed, 

rth iktih the !i^mpie’8 innermost recess 
icy pees, the nation^, while to gaze they press, 
The delegated powers of Heaven confess. 

The Eintieror^to attain that height—j*revail 
O’er rivals, foes, swccecd. Perhaps to fail. 

'rhou dweller in this tomb, thy empire’s sway 




nEiWXAxr. 




How blest, liow great, how glorii-us in thy | 
Wifler tiirui now : and vet this tomb It / 

Is it to this siK-h greatness must 
Prince, Emperor, King, those titles to 
Europe to ineasure with colossal stride j 
I’o prove the lleriuim Emjiiie not too Wid9.\, 

’1\) i (i thy .statiio's pedestnl; to ruu // 

li "i-R- the (’arihairhii.UJ and the Hun '>h 
In V. iiii’ite u’ntrv'.s race ; to wed the fame i 
*'f great U‘. <s to ;hino own baptismal nanQil^ 





Ci'-'.ir ;ti d <'harles the (Jreiit at once, 

'I'hc which to such space confines tlmO.bSftfi 
Yc-, .V • k the Empiiv ; but stirvey the 
Which lipids an E»nj»cror’s dust. Bid 
V"ur tiM.n, and loavu no barrier to be pasf;, 

Nu space iinmoasnred ; here to end at last i 
W hat thi ll t Tlic Cieaar's throne attracts Dpniitl 
Ambitiun whispers—reach and take: I■ wBl,.'' 

Oh Heavt n Upon t‘ I’t summit of oomnaatt^' 
'Pliat pinnacle, alone erect to stand, "" ' ’ 
Kc\sloiio andVeiitro of that arch, to BWiP' ' , 
ranged beneath lu order and dcgrCS'ju 
To fi ll my s.iudals pre.-,si the licads of kin^i \ -7.^ 
Wliieh sidl iramsiiiit the weight to bumUof 
To all tlie If.ng gradations which exist , ' 

Jn Europe's church, or on the temporal list 
tU’ her proud b. udal titles, and to scan, 
l)i'cp roll’d in shade beneath, the tide . 

That f-„a, ivlmsc ever-ceaseless ebb and flow ; 


( miinnurs, breaks njion the shore betow’!; 

With plaint and wailing, and at times a aou^H 
Of bitter laughter from the deep profound. , 
Thoii peo])lc I Ocean, whose expansive brcjm ' 
Each thing that falls, or floats on, wakes Irma.rent; 
MiiTor whore kings survey their faults alone. 

Of power to rock a tomb, but dash a throne 
To fragments. It were well for one, whose car 

w 
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Is filled witli tby dei|p music, to draw near 
To tmce ^:feoord« of thy power, and tell 
Thy iweeks of empire, which thy swell 

Ro^i things which awhile were biu.yed 

dmfed it, end were destroyed. 

W to heights like these to lly, 


f 




1 

'^^'1 


.IF r-i ' •'I'liiTj" 


US >0 Presumptuous thing! 

too great—a king I 
he ^ (d Ignoble race, 

with mi^ his soul keep pace : 


Buimn- 


can endow 


■' '"Vi 'fe’”'.' '■ Charlemagne- ’tis tlnm. 
‘Shade since Heaven has Led 

Me henl^tM|^^iiit#lih the dead 
Pom wisdom Oh mpart 

Some of to thy suppliant’s hoail; 


tn slilfi. 




me SCO 

-small to thee: 


and tell 

wi^ch gives thy counsel vent 




Here lett^ 
My 8 o 4'«M 
Fen In ihh , 
Stxoticth to 




^ Silent still. 




a thy deeds, and fill 
l%j^ory, till 1 find, 

|4||t left hehtiul — 
lipighidance to the bhud. 


I' the hey in ihn door of the Unuh.) 

■ Heavens! if he should rUc, 

And H^ npcm me with hia lifeless eyes I— 

If thiis4iiltp^hral dicHilose the dead 
Krect, and walking with a metisured tread !— 

If I ahotild enter there—^to reappear 

The strong limb palsied, dark locks blancb.ed with fear! 


liERSANl, 


54S 


I brave it. 

Whence that noise 1 Who dare 

but invself, the rest of such a aiiadh^f . 


[i\’<>Me 0/ fooUU^s, 


T had fo.'-jrot—my rourdorera seek 

j//<r: aitm the tomJb^ h^M. 

JC/i't r o>' '\ rti! of the Conepimtort^ 

hnU ; each takes the haSid 
Fi'r^t Cemspirafor, —Who’s there I ''"' 

S' c'»<( Ctm . A Friend, , •' •; 

Th 'r i Cov. Tlio saints direct our way. 


.^ 




J’irsf Cun. Tis well ; we all are gathert^. 

Is laiiii'l ami o’or m —darkness wait# 

(7'//'’ Cnn.yu'/'utnrs seat themmlmn in a, 

their Ufrch$L) 

Duke of (Jotha. Carlos of Spain, iny 
The imperial purple^ 

First Con. 

Duke (,f Ootha (throws down kis 

Qnenehcd be his lij^ht, as I now queit0h^ldtil'i|!€ 

Ami as this torch expires let him ^plfW. ' * 

Fitxf Cun. How many dag'gers shall , 

Str-ittd ('on. One arm, one blade, one blow 
Thin/Con. Who strikes itf 

A/f, 1. 

Fintf. Con. 

r.et ns decide by lot, and pray— , . o ' 

(The C'M^tiiiiitors write their WltM$ tM thiir i&i 
rJh d up the jHip^r, throw it 

■»r t 111. / 'lU !• i I 

M iv uie eh.'Ct have faith on hichi ' - * 

Srrike a (jtntilc—like a Hebrew die! - ' 

l.ct him be fit to strive with fire and steel, 

S:n 2 at the stake, and laugh upon the wheet— 

Ih‘^:g)t(j:i alike to perish and to kill. {Dram (afwmtfrom the urn.) 
All. What name? 

First Con. ifcrnani! 

Ihrnani {a}*ptariny from the a'oml). Fortune aids my will! 




Aim of my fKmJ» and objecf of my vow, 

Pursued and iroo; Kevcngo,! 1 hold thee now. 

Dm i/O fftrnaHt)> Grant luo thiii ofiico. 

: No, upon my life, 

Fortune nad I hftve been too long at strife ; 

^ris'tbfl ^ know. 

My limds^ my fwtune, for this single bl .w 1 

, JTmiaai I vtll ^ ,, 

Dm Awiiy t,tbe aonl «nd spirit may piwail 

Where the desb li^t^ i judge not by the slieath, 

^ «' «•««* • .1 


Hustod aud w< 


; (71, ITi oNAvr.) 

Uememher, tbb^'i^^bie, vbose wish you scorn ; 

(jlrattt me but I return tho horn. 

man, and what have I to pri/e 


which lies beneath. 


In life! 
No; 1] 
Her? 




nod for veugeauco cries. 
;;',.wbuld*et thou restoro 


Her? - 

Don Duy, bonu 

<aoro, no more; 

My chase is dcd^lpffSi^vHuke, leave mo my prey. 

Dm A'«y, ,:Ciii!^;bi man who beai-s the pri/.o .iway. 

tery evening it were well — 
Ifmiani Feto .€1 hiiow to do the work of hell 




Fir 9 t Cm, ' ^ treason fall 

Upon tlm ; j^unbi and barons, all I 

If this m«u perish «*!s ^ do the deed, 

Wu Aimiur hi turn to di« or to succeed ? 

JOul^ jjfpotftm. Onwh&t? 

{hclis up tht kUt of his sivord). 

'' ‘ ; The cross I hold on high. 

AU. tJtiahrived and nnrepentini: let him die. 

{The dktant aowof of a vonmti-do-^t is hrord ; o:l jv'jm 
siltnU TKi' ihtor <f the tomb v/>cns hm‘ 1 D a Carius 
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jifars upon /A** thveshoid—a ua^sAot iS AcarU—oftd thai 

a third.) • ,» 

, * * 

D m Cnrlof. r.ack, j^a-utltmien 1 An Bmpexor'i^.tQmb te near I 
Yuur wuniH have ro:u-!u!<i a living Emperor** 

{7'Itc Conspirators es^Hns/tui^ 

Silence a’.ul niirlit! lluvv soon my voice ‘ 

The .•v\'..inu t>'i ihc recesses of its hive ! ■ " z• 

Strike, ifyo'ulare! an iMoja^ors blood 
F \...ri ! iiij I'mi cri>r’.sbreJist invites the 

I'l;^ !!■• V y.>nr torches ^'leained with blood|^ ■ 

in>.'.tli Inui <HU-i)ched the murderous' 

\ i-t h'! \<.ur faiJin^ eyes in fear confess 

'i'iiat I ciin Ivindio more than I suppress. ' ■ '■''.' • 

<//e .■<frd,f'g the iron dom' tdih a ks^: tks 

d<i/h mhtfrrunmn passages ore 


{lit' .dnlf's (he iron dim' mih a m 

duk suhta'vaman passage are 
^../f/^V/■.,■ heari/}'/ forchrs and arms-) ' ■- 

Mt.niJt ii<*\v, my falcons; mount, and strike 
I,u[) the cave, and d’*ag tho tribo to day';"'^-’ '■''' 

.'^nn'i-und ar.d at.-i/,o, for treason to the Stste! • t V 

//rmnni. 'Tis Cimrles iho Fifth. I thought tfl 

<Jrur.. ' 

Alone; l.t; !F>(*kcd it • circled with that ring ' - ■ 

of -juatvl-, he stands an ordinary King. 

{77t<. C'mitpirators arc surrounded(mdd^oriMiB^' 

l)oNN*A Sol. . 

The ^]m]l•..•rur, svThcrs ! And arc we two iaet> 


1 ijc r.ii;ji-..-ruj, sviiiuuia i .mu iuv w« wiv uwif^ ' 
ilcn.ioii; ' 

Ikrnoni. Well ' 

I)^in Jivip I am not noticed yet. . 

(PON'NA Sot. approaches Hbunahi ; 

IFerfiani. Mmiaui ? '. 

b'»wa S:jl {.ihoo'lH'j th*' dagger'). I have it slU!. ' 
llcrnard. My love, my bride. 

D'm Carlos. Be silent all the rest, and stand aside. 
Ourha the Saxosi, Lara of Cj*Ati!e, 

Whut came yo here to practise t Good or ill 
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{^,ppiniji fwioard). A simple errand, lo ucliieve 

;j^otir tftU; 

To sentence on the* w all, 

And wbat was Csesar’s due. 

Ton traitor, Silva! 

Wbiob, sir, of us two 

'Uu proud ambition thrives ; 

Ke iw bis »nd our lives. 

B» wears m good time. Its tra i n 

Will drink tbt without a stain. 

Iha D® Silva, facts have boon revoalod 

Which on your shield: 

Bethink U foarfhl thing. 

/)OTi From Hodricks Julians spring. 

/)a* ! I would strike tlu- rr. ^t. 

(Tljhijfe#iiljf f frwit l/ie cat?e, and are imnuJiatth/ mr 

iTenfcj^lfelSl^^ I claim my rank am.mg tin* rest; 

yid to scaffold tead-s, 

The noble bleeds ; 

,_1 heed is now too low 

to the blow, 

Duke O^ova too; 

The crown and gave it you 

^ ^ I . .A>^’ A Ift-Scaf ' * mt laVta 


Made me 


ra eud De Gor, 

[ h^y a title more, 


Grfind Mssti^ ^ Aide ;, mon call me John 
Tlie e 3 tjile,^the pro^is^ of Aragon. 

Tbli^te^pronmmced the traitors doom, 

Attd %3^if the annals of our race in gloom ; 

You hevd the scalfold, and the poniard wc ; 
Heaveh i^e me Duke, but exile sot me free 
To TOftm ibe mountains with n bandit train : 
Since 1 have idiarpened there my blade iii vain, 
And bathed its temjMsr in the luoimtain sprin 


'{3» 
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Thus I {issunie my rank. (P«AJ un ku Aa<.) 

Our hcada, ok Kiagt 
E'tii when about to fall, may claim thotrright, < 

Thus to bo covcrc<l in their soverdiga's 9%kt» ' 

(Jramh'fs of Spain ! wlmte’er your Dame «kd. 1^1111)^ 



v'll 



Dun Otrlo^t. 1 heard this stoiy tmoOf 
I/' irrmi. Kind's may forgot ; 

'J’u b< ar thi\>5j;rfi life the dark offonee iD 
■Which on the ufictiders leaves no traoe 
ufto ,s.,l (^lentilat*/ to (.arw 8 }> 

Sin-: I', rgi VC, or Strike ; 

l-/th wiili Olio blow, and punish both ahke*-**,; 

My love, juy lord, my husband—I but live '- 
In him — die with him. Pity and foigive. ' 

Ol)! .linu nut with a dark design those 
Towiinls me. 

Ihm r irhs. Duchess of .. 

Cuimtos of Alhatera. (To H£II!«anx.LTou 
Y,.« r o,l„.r UtlcB. ^ 

Jhninui. IVho speaks thus t TbS' 

Ihm C^trlos. No, 'tis the Emperor. 
b'ritna Ao/. Heavens! 

Di’Ttv CM.rht$ (to Hek-vani). Behold yotiKr 

Ihrnniti. Just Hod! 

Dun Ou los (to I>u.s Rujr). Our oottsiu looJmi 

Ts . . . r.., ,/ . ^ ■' 

But Aragon With Sdva well Duty wed. , • '^1%' 

boil buy. It is not that. , - 

lit man t. How all my bate 

(TUromi 

Donna ,^ol. My Lord ! 

IhrnanL My bride ! This heart, irlldi love untold, 

Bums to thy beauty ! > 

Don Carlos. Mine henceforth be cold. 

Suffer the spirit you have vexed iu vain 
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So to be iteelf once more, a:nl reign— 

'riiy love the empire, and thy mistroHs S[Kiin. 

Don Johtt^ vttby heart is worthy of the line 

From whMh H springs; {To} )< -n n a > - • t,) 

. And worthy too of thine. 

r 

* * 

0t€ Order of the Golden Fleece round llKu.v A'.i - ■ 

f ' 

Kcemve'ihis ^ fi'tnh and virtue due ; 

Knight Uie FJeeoo, be faithful, brave, fuid true: 

Bnt rottiid your a aobler chain you hour, 

Kings hee^^^ot-^which 1 cauimt wear— 

The two arhM t^A'iWed and loving bride. 

Away! Be tdihtji^e Itdiw to King^ dvj)icd. 

For your assbdaji^Jii^ X know them nut; 

Their cmiieaand their jum.os 
I give an infant throne. 

io Aim). Long nnsy he live! 

Don i stand condomne*! aluno. 

/>oaCM£g^Xl 

Dm I, like him, have not fonriven, 

Jfemani. »’.^|tu‘||ins can change our }ie:ii’L%? 

Alf. ■ ProU’ft him, llravtn ■ 

Honour'to ^tfth! 

Dm Car^ to tomh). Tu (.'Iiarles the < Iivut : 

Leave alon« ^i^;^^r' ,(4/^ retire : Dos- rAr.u*- uhne.) 

f •, Guido ('f my fate 1 
My great eiam|dl|;.wiU thou shed thy graco 
On him who seffliasMtitb pursue thy trace 1 
I stood almte ag^st an empire, litst 
On faction's wildest wavifs and almost lost ; 

Tho Dane to pnnlshr and the Poi»e to pay— 

The* Tm^ and Lnth^ barred alike my way— 

The Xh^ and Francis marked me for tiu .r prey, 

A themiy^ poniards, half-concealed in night, 

Devise Hanaro, and menace to affright; 

For chUpasl and for aid io thee I cried, 

And not in vain—thy regal voice replied, 
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il >u 1 nii_‘l{t lirnvo the threat, avoid the ftnnre,- 
Tiiy A\ur;l racrey—tliy advice, to spai^ 


ACT V. 


r *' w *v T 

' v-* V 

.. A' ■ 


S-!Ni- T. - A 7Wnm and 

'•f (/(A, on / ffodinif dotm'igdi^. 

<•/ /(?',«A’ 

CJr.ltt, 


with 

JSimid 


in th< distance. Men 


•fit ' .i t ^ 



-'i’i8 well; for never lor a 




Nighty 

Kntt'r i>uN' Sanchez, Don 

/>->.? /iirnrdo. .loy t.o tl>c 
lCa< 1 1 ca'^t iiicnt in the (own is 
/t-i)i i^oni'he: 

Did M.ani.i;ie-t«irches imitate the day; 

And iiever v< t did Miiiitnei'’.-i mulnight ttir 
Idav ill the (rc-sses of a ende more fair. ‘ ' 

/h>fi M'f thins. lh>w fares the ancient duke I bid 

11D la.■^f atti iidauts nail his colfin lid? - ’> ’ 

11 ,?• .<,> ,rhr:. Xay ; jest not on that Sttbjed|»:^ij|^|ft; -, - 
Tiiat Mi'iij ('Id man—he doted on the bride: ' - 

Jlis hairs, whh h sixty years had turned to grky^ 

^Vc•^e hliii.elinl to snowy whiteness in a day. , / 

Ihni Jldn, do. He has not since been seen, aa 
in .‘iara^'i-bf.ii. 

Don Mnthi’tf. lie rii ly well be spared: 

Pa>triimi, in his collin and his shroud, 

Wonkl match hut poorly with tliis gaudy crowiL '% 

]>tm lilrauh. Marked ye, bnt now, amid 
Of drtV'-, and daiK-ing j/hnnes, and colours gay,- ‘ 

A sj<ectre, wliich by )under bahl^frade 
Lixikcd darkly down and marred the masqiieradet 
D’in Sanchez. I saw it well. 

Do7i Ricardo. Wind w;is it ? 
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DonSaw^ 1 could trace 

Praocailo^jil^i^.. 

f-Notso. It hides its face, 

^ir^Sostift'S frowning brow! 

Id* Soma spoke to me but now. 

1 1 What can the spectre be ? 

iSfctc/fc Dofnindf wlto sloU'fy ci'ossfs tht 
All turn and look on him,) 




tflW'lhf' 

3^ 3k 

Hts 

He 

His 63 


km 



ifoftfe). Fair Masquer— {the 

'600ly 

coal! 

or the (lovU’s sire, 

llTiui $tops and Zooks jixcdJy on him,) 

\^wty descends the stiiircn*ef J oil owed 6y 
^ tjfes of the ivhok cftmimny,) 

Tision spreads a gl(»qtu around. 

" J^ght fright US in a churchyard ground. 
I^bbcdicnt to some wizard’s spollf 
to hell. 

know to-morrow. 

'' . Look, I pray, 

sy pliantom stalks aveay. 


Through the portal down the stair. 

' come the bridal pair. 

imd Doxna Sol, hand in hand, f<MoW€d 
. ly W ikiatft , Loros and Ladibs, Pages, •i.'*-'.) 

^ V. * ,*Tig midnight; and ’tis fit that we pursue 

tike gbos^ and vanish too. 

[Exeunt all but HeRsaki and Dunsa Sol. 


To'ini' 


I'iTl 


m8{ 

itiEnovnik 
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Donna SoL Dearebt * at lougtb the^ IttSKf# liji* Bj you moon 
It hhuuld be late ^ 

I/tinani Aud can it come too sooil» ^ * 

1 tu> liuur that fices us fiom the lmt6llia| 

To bleat he our sighs, so long Buppreewm* 

Dmra .s ,I The noise disturbed iMt. 
liijoicing thins the sense of bappiiMiil 
Ihmani Tis true, for happinetl h 
An 1 writes its lessons slowly on tlm 
\\ iicn bus\ ]ik isnro strews its path iriUk 
Oi brt ik- till silence of its quiet bow^riy '/w 
It dies, and d it smile, its smile appCMMCt 
r ir less all ted to laughter than to teAlK> ’ t 
D > inn Sol Yet m your eyes itt sniBe ff 

lUniiMi iwhilo 


fjnn nil I am your slave—delay 
Do as thou wilt— all that thou dost is wellf 
My soul H uU obedience * > thy spelL 
It butii'i, }et bid the fieroo volcano 
Its hies—thpy s iik siibscivicnt to tby Iwilt 
It'S gulfs shall close, its lavas check thehr tlde^ 

Aud spiiiig’s joung veidure clothe the orate(rb4l0 __ 

Donna ,Sol Your kindness bnngt my 
llornaui of my heart 1 

Jlernani. Forbear that JMUp# t 

O be that sound forbidden and foigot» 

'Which wakes the memory of an exile’s lot I 
1 knewr liim once, ilemani 1 ’twas a dreamip^ 


His eye glared fiercely, like a poniard’s 
Sob of the inouuiaiti and the night ’ a vow 
Of blood and \eiigeance written on his brofr***' 
Proscribed, 1 canuot recognise him now 1 
1 mix in festivals—1 join the king— 

I walk with nobles—am a noble’s son-— 


Tbj lo\e ' thy husband ! John of Aragon l-« 
Am blest I 
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Dcwm JScJ^ 
HernanL 
Tbetm 
In 




*‘t * 

'■-'jk''-, / 



Andl^ 

My'wa^M 

Come, 

Lay '. 

I etwrl 



Tni 
One 

Can IHt:lt' 
With the 
Theh«|!|»^; 



And I! 

Wby should I bear in mind 
its that 1 leave behind 1 
palaee t nfair,« 
awaits mt there. 

aspire— 
h« fire— 

paWtrhioh sjports 

S-grown courts— 

Jieimeviced stone, 
its throne: 

^ancient right— 
arelt in figlit. 
pN^ty, come, my bride, 
qpMfit aside— 
undone; 
to run. 

fines my breast— 

||^4imd am blest! 
i})^ upon the glossy velvet's shade, 

40 arrayed. 

Asia not. ’Tis not the velvet's fold, 

to the gold. 

^Ctdtnr's chief! 

«> 

hsife not with grief— 
the sight 
summer night, 
is dim— 

To the brim 


sensation stilled. 
It o’en while Nature sleeps 
its ametouii vigils o’er us keeps) 

No ciduil & heaven;—^wbile all around repose, 
Come taste ^th me the fragrance of the rose, 
Which loads the night ur with its musky breath, 
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'While all around is still as Natm^'s daatlk. 

E’en iis you 6iK>ke—and geiitlo wc^dg ^ 

S} ulit n by you—the silver moon 
Uow that mysterious union of 
Witli vuur irnjiassioned accents^ niadgii^;^^ 

.‘itraight to iny heart! I could haT#-‘ 
lu that pale nioonlight, and whilst 
Jlt‘ninni. I'hy words are muak^ 

Ts hoiTOwed from the choir of b6aT0lt.i 
Donn/i Sof. Night is too 
Oh, fur a stiir to shine, a voice to 
"('o t ai^e sonic sudden strain of 
Suited to night. 

//( nvnti. 

Was poure 1 for silence, and to bo 
I'roni the thronged tumult of the 

Dnnua -W. Yes : but a bird to cnvol lg: 

* . IW 1 • ? ' 

A nightingale, in moss and shade eon^egh^^^ 

A distant Ante—for nn.-ric’s stream oa|i 
To soothe the heart, and harmonise the: 

0’twould be bliss to listen I , _ . 

I am heard 1 if v* 

Ihrruuvi {shudd4iring,) Oh, misery 1 ' ^ ^" *-*’^* 

Donna Sd. Sure some angel oat 
’Twas thy good angel! 

Hemani {hitterly). Surely—HaA, I' 

D>>nna. Sol. That was your bom! How 
llfirn>mi. My horn? 

Donna Sol. Do you, then, share this sene 
Jln'tomL Share it ? I do. 
iJonno. Sol. Thou music of the 

Huw I prefer the festal sound 
To which the dancers* giddy train goes poundfir'^i 
Then ’tis your hora, whose voice, like yoai% 

MOWuU aymn.) 

Hemanu The tiger roaring for his pr^ below. 

Donna Sd. Juan, that sound with rapture bids me glow. 



■j:- y .. 

11''. 

I J'rty V;, 



tth^in! 
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Hemam. W me HemaniI mast ra-assume 
That fWaladli ipf TOgeanpe and of gloom. 

Utf. 'AJ' * “ 


-v.. vf 




DOit• Ah 
'ik»m ‘s’ 


That old man. 

. ’ - Why glares your eye 1 
I stands laughing by ! 


t vou bid me see 1 


Wht^ 

*»»“ Upon ™y 

To ^ p™7- 




I pray. 


Vmtd 






Your oath I 


Ijet mei^ 
i)QHdi 




^Hethihg, my beloved. 


'^y mind was strangely moved. 

1 Am 

bid my servant to your aid 1 

^ [Jioi'ii S'jwnh ajitin. 


Bid my servant to your am s 

[//m/-« S'JlOnh (I 




^61%:',.-- You writhe with pain. 

1 . m w *v_A_ 


It oi»e.ii«i('il 
Ideteua I 
I bore liibd 


me. My adored, 
days less blest, 

^ ' i divine the rest;— 


I thought my strength restored. 


- Jhfim '■' 


" It contains 

A phiflS^ «wl »«y i 

Pim^^ 1«“ 8^"®- 

BmwU <atoie>. And what remains— 

Of my yoong joys I—^He comes to blast them all. 
The fatal finger shines upon the wall 
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[{ow my fate mocks me with its bitter smile t 
Ho comes uot ]—were I but deceived the whUUi t 

EnUr ike MZw* ■ 

Mask (in a Sf/nt/cAraf tone), 
your power— 

Whate'er the time iuid place, to nSlill^ 

Come, ami be* welcome—Sound thhl 
Tis doiu?. HciaeinlKjr that those 
Heard mid attest the vow. 

'I'lie plcd^'O thou gavest—thy witoea^l 
Is’t done 'i 

Ihrnani. Tia he. ■ 

.1/ isk. I seek thee 

Of hli>s, to tell thee ’tis arrived-^the ho^‘ 

I find thee unabsolved. ,, _ 

Ilemam, 

Mask. Dagger or poison, chooii 
I have them here. Together we will 
On our long path. 

Jlernam, 

Mask. • 

Jlemani, What matters % 

Mask. Which 1 
JIa'nani. 

Mask (p-esentinff a phial)* 

Drink and leave some for me. 

Eemani. For pi^ salt^ 

To-morrow } If thou playlet a huuiso psi^ 

If Heaven with human blood has wormed 
If, in its mercy, it delay e’en now 
To write the words ** For Ever ’’ on ihy brow*^' 

If e'er on thee the bliss supreme Iras shed| 

To love in youth, and her you loved to 
If ever woman trembled in thy arms— 

If ever passion’s voice, or beauty’s ohanns^ 

To soothe thine ear, or glad thine eye, were known 
Wait till to-morrow—then demand thine own. 


to exert 


So 1^ 


■A. 
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Mask* Wiii(b.tiU to>morrow ! Yes, you reason well— 
rbis hotuv ituiani, souiiiis thy funeral knell. 

How 11 ^^: { «|iw^ who may not wait till mom 1 

whoaliaH sound this hornt 
No. 
we go. 




’Tis well— 

Thodead 
Hby ifitber's bead. 

youth may slight 
BO light. 

T tremble at that name ! 
:^gjury and shame. 

the elder sons of Spain 
their promise vain, 


H^^fi^Oraeless in thy wrath, 

[If' tah» the 2’hial. 
W&S^oirf seeing the Mask.) 


that casket. 




Now to 




Heaven above. 




moves my love. 

Theresa arrests my eye— 

Sldnea is it ?—quick reply. 

and ditcewers Dox KuY.) 
*Tis aecret unrevealed 

* w' ' .*!w *' »i 


Cfti 1 were it still concealed. 

My life II hlo who eaired it. Twas my vow ; 

And Stlva comes to daim the forfeit now. 

Donna Sol, To me and not to Silva yon belong. (7b Dox Rev.) 
Your compact binds not; pa^iou makes me strong— 
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I will defend him ’gainst the powers of man* 

Dun Rvy. Against his oath defend Mm if ^ oan. 
Dunivi iSiA. What oath t * ■ 

lle7'7mni. I swore it. . , H K ; * 

Dotnm Sol. No, it ' 

’Twas crime—’twaa trcjvson— 

])(M Ruy. Away. (Doksa 
Jfernuni. My f ither heard} ftllil 
The oath, he claims. Then leave 

Dumut Sol. {To Don Ruy.) Teiiyliil^;| ^^^^ 

Their young fmm tigers crouching fo<^ 

You know me not. For long the 
Of maiden ^hame, and innocence, .Slid 
Ami pity for your impotence anej^^' ,; 

Itostvmncd mo. Dread me now £^ied 
Scc’ht thou this poniard? Dr^d, c3d 
Wimt the eye threatens, know the 

{She throwi 

Ah, no, misfortune makes mo wild*. ^ 

Hear me, Don Ruy, thy niece, almost 
Oh ! *S[)are her husband! Pity and fo]tgiye| 

Grant me his life, and suffer both to liWR*, 

I am a w'onian, feeble, weak, and frail— ; r 
The spirit rises, but the flesh will fail. 

Don Jluy. Lady— ' 

Donna. AV. Forgive us both* Ton 
You cannot take him, and leave me behind* 

1 perish when on him you deal the blow— > 

I love him so 1 ^ 






S * 'Vv 
Jk’ i t* 
r 




had 


Don Rvy. Too mneh. . ... > 

Hemani. Your eyes o’erflow. ’ . ‘ 

Donna Sol. Yon shall not perish. Orai|t Mm but a day, 
And I will love you too.. 

Don Ruy. Perhaps you may; 

Aud after him! 
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(HbokasI. ratM/i tkt jihitd to hu lipi —sAc throws hersef/ on 

Ail arm.) ^ 

Donm SeL . 0 hear me ! yet delay. 

39ie grave ie^jawning, and his hour will strike— 

% ^|t^ed to die 1 

my senses with that cry ! 






.1 have a thousand things to snr— 

c* •/ 


^;l^^.er<»nen here I find, 


the phial.) 

^eitl 

er<»nen here I find, 
iv im^ in mind 
^ Ta4ipeak us fair. 

you spring you sa-ear;— 

1 go to you keep 

YOW '■ 

. Stay. Alas! would'st thou not weep 
Tears e’en than now, 

To sesdi^^lil^^^^' m'riiiy brow; 

To a traitor driven. 

By oor hopt^ of heaven, 

Restor^m^^PHlSv:. ^ 

Now I can t 
for her I 

mani 

act—I have reserved thy share. 
jC^Mfia vr^ not have endured to spare 


My'^t^^^^"voalc')Aiit! can’t not divine 
How love ^e dai^t^ of De Silva’s line. 

I drink the first, and am at rest. Proceed, 
Drink If thou wilt. , 

ATemmiik What demon uiged the deed 1 
Doima SoL It was thy will. 

Hemanu Such dreadfi\) death to have! 
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Donna Sol. How sol 

Ilemani. That philtre leads thes to tb^ gks^ve. 
Donna Sol. Was not this head id thy 

To-night ? What matters where it 
Ilernani. Mj father, thj rsTei 
Forget. {He rai*» 

Donna Sol (throm herself on Aim)* 

J'orbeur ! forl:>e.'ir ! Tis bard to did f 
The poiiion lives, and round the hesflll' 

Like a fell ser]>ent with a thousand 
Oh, drink it not! Alas ! I could not 


breast 


7'hat earthly pain could match thefii^dl 
He drinks ! 

Jlrrnanl (rlrinks and throm auxt^ 

Donna Sol. Come then to th^ 
Como to these arms. Is not the toUmire- 
J/emani. Not SO. 

Donna Sol. Behold, our marriSige 60ueliJ|i' 
Am I not pale for one bo lately wedt .. f'; 
Be calm. 1 suffer less. Our wings pipMod f' 
Towards the driest regions of a happier buidi*«M 
Together let us seek that world so lehr—^ 

One kis.s—and one dlone. } 

Don Ruy. Despair! despair I 
ITemani. Blest be the Heaven whieh 
My life with misery, and in blood imbued- 
For it permits me, ere I part, to pms 
My lips to thine, and die on thy caresa. 

Don Ruy. They still are happy 1 
Hemani. Donna Sol, *iis nighti 
Dost thou still sufierl 



Donna Sol. 

No. 

Hemani, 

See'st thou the light f 

Domta jSoIL 

Not yet— 

Hemani. 

I see it. 

Don Ruy. 

Dead 1 

Donna Sol. 

Not so; we rest 
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He sleepe. He*a mine—we love, and we are blest, 
Th»;|i ngr momage couch. What happier epot 
Can the ufoijd shew f Lchd Duke, disturb us not. 

•; (ifer w*ce gradually sinks.) 

Turn ioirarlk auH-oieaMr yet—'tie well. 

Thiii;|P' xeet' * - ■ - 

.||^;^Mi^Reeeive me, liell! 

{Kills himself.) 


(Din.) 



THE KING'S AMITSEMliNT. 


rK\Nfisini First. 

lull UM, I hi ('•'iitt 
Mu>'. “^i. \ VII iKh 
Mu'* l>^^ (m)UUKH 
Miinm PllNNE 

In Lv I'uiiiLiNDBT. 
M )N«. In \ 10 
Mons I*\i nMii a>. 

M •N'' In • i>ssf. 

Mos' 4 In fluuiN. 

Movs In Mommorknjt. 
Moss L>i MusT«UfcNd. 


PRAMATI3 PEItSOSrJBr ¥ V 

* T f 

iitooT. 


The 


htkwai^ 
Dam* 
MAOOtl4»W4 
Hauam ^' 




ACT I -MONS. DB BT. 




S( 1 sn 1 — Thf ^tage fejneHnts a /ke «# ths iJiditNki 4 lUtlffHift- 
('ent mite of apartmenti crovrded of the 

court VI fuU fohtuiiir. There are l^iUf» 
shout 1 of Uuqhtrr, Siermnie hemd rtfra$m0(aii, ^temU qf 
2 »tt(rlain and (/old. Groupe of siveeU p0i$<tiki^ 
thi sta[fr Thf file dram to an end, ^axmgh 

ih utndttm The archtectnirfy the dreeeee 

hilony t) the etyle of the Jienaisiaitce, • 

The King a» j/atnted hy Titian, Mons. 



Th King I’ll ne’er relinquish the adventltfOWI,^ 

Till It gi\o forth the fruit of so raueh toil. 

Plebeian though she be ! of rank obscure, * 

Her birth uukiioan, her very name concealed l 
What then ? These* eyes ne’er gazed on one $0 hit. 

La Tour, And this bright city goddess still yott meet 
At IioU mass 1 

The King. At St. Germain dee Prte 

As sure as Sunday comes. 
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La Tour, Your auiorouH flame 

DatCA two montlis sunoe. You’ve tracked the ^ame to earth. 

Th$ Kw0,, Hear Bumj’b Terrace, where De Cosji^ dwellis, 

Sb^ -^natirGd. 

, 1 think I know the spot, 

onisjdft Kot^ perohauce, so well 
At ddt)) the heaven within. 

.Th4 Khjfi flatter; entrance is denied. 

AtHddam flatetb ears, and tongue 

Under her gaid^ti^ Wat^iee over there. 

XajW. 

Thu then, oh mystery most rare ! 

Ae unearthly form, 

>Yhos^ enshrouded close 




Tt . 


me guilty deed, * 

Then do thou likewise. 

Nay. 

hadate from all. 


Vaii^ J 


fair one, with such patience wooed, 


- I do confess, 

- witching eyes 


La W *' monarch loves f 

fhr ■ Impossible ! 

A homi^riM^im|pfiiifa woollen dress 
Conceaht,«(ij^^||p^.;;:;-' 
tia 2hs^*rg0ii;.f': Ob, virtuous love 1 

flame, 

1 wamni t(ia *^ aciiih vjf Abba’s mistress. 

:» {BaUr Ts&n^^Utt, and a number of Courtiers.) 
mU'Awi$r. Hui^ t aome one comes! 

(Ahttd to TbiBonun', as he aj^roeuhes.) 

Silence his lips must seal 
VP hose love would prosper 1 Have I said aright t 
TMbouUt, To shade the fragile vase, glass lends its veil; 
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Thus flituay mystery bides lore more frail. 


ScLSK 2 .—King, TaiBouLfcT, M. I>E CNlBpii ^ «t<iay efAer 
(ienilcnun,^ sujterUy dnsnad. .jpfwif the 

Co'>t t luyil, as painted by JBom/aC^ 
inn'f a yroup 0/ Ladies, 


tutm to ad- 


4W' 


L t Tnir. Madame de Vendume lo(dQ% 

/)<' ti’orde^. Fair D’Albe and Mon' 

Thr Knty. Now, in my eyes. Do O&S0$ 

Outsliiiu's till throe, 

Dc Ourdn {jmnting to M, PB Cossi, 
one of the four fattest gentlem/eu 

I nh’ss YOU mean this for a husband^ MX;; ■ 

'rhe King. Why, for that matter, CetmVjl 
De. Gordt’s. Hg’H tell the fair Diana. 

The King. What care I f \ 

[ The King retires to speak to some ia^0ei <tt 
Trihouht {to M. I>B GonUlr^s). Th# King- 

For eijiht long days be holds not conTerse wfthi 
I)e (iordes. Will ho restore her to her hue' 

Trib'itdet. Indeed, 1 hope not. 

De Gardes, She hath pBidl;h^ 

A guilty ransom for her fatheFe life. ,^ 

Triboubet. Ah ! aprofios, now, of St; Valihlii^^|!;i; 

Tis a most strange and singular old mdit: ''XX 
How could he think to join in nuptial hond ' 
ilis ilaughtcr Dian, radiant as the light, . 

(An anirel sent by Hearcn to bless this earth]^-' ' 

With an iti-faYourcd, bunch-backed seniMchal f ^ 



De Hordes. ’Tis an old fool—a pale 1 ^ grate joH maa 
When pardon came, I stood beside the block,-^ 

Aye, nearer much than now 1 do to thee,— 

Yet said he nothing, but **God bless the Rtng!” 

And now he’s quite distraught I 
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Tht King aerott mlh Madame De Cossi.J. Unkind! 

,80 soont 

Madame de My ^iosbatid takes me with him to 8oi->sia)9. 

The Kifff* Ob I ’tl* a idti! Paris forbids thy flight— 

Paris, «r|U sad oourtiers languish all 
Witb fool^lg t8ndi0ro0M aad. fond desires— 

WHero delists a^ foet* over keep 

Their keenest thni^ %h6ir l^rightest thoughts for thee; 

For thee, whose tianlng every heart, 

Warn each ft# iwdo^ her lover well; 


Basellng a flood of light. 

Thy sun <'hink "tis day. 

Const emperors^ 

Dukes, to shine 

(Thou country heaven ? 


The ;*" As though some sacrilegious hand, 

Aundst of the dsnee. 

Had 'torn the chandelier. 

lord! 

- • afg>roai'hin{/ and run.-, (iicty.) 

The devil cliiitn his svul! 

. fO TttIBOULET.) 

But t hav^i^a^p^^'llb^et to his wife. 

Has Marolli^^ ^om last rhymes of mine 1 

verses,—royal strains 

Are«lwh|«'-i^;\.4fe^^' ' 

The ^ Oh, bravo! 

Trihouk^ }""Let the herd 

MosarQ^^with beau^;, a diflereut course; 

Make kq^ dk sire, and let Marot make verse— 

It but d<i|ptades a king. 

TAe King {Sm Madaxi oe Cuslin, to whom he turns, IrMt ing 
TBi^h9l»XT). (To Triboitijst.) I’d have thee whipped, 

If fair db Obslin did not tempt me hencu 

TriboedA (osiefe). Another still! Oh, fickle as the wind 



rf/K Ay.VG'S! 


iAt 


Tl.jit Wdws theo to her. « . ^ 

By the other door 

MaJaiiu' do I!, use comes; 1 pledge my 

Slio (lr -i‘s some token, that the atboroot 
Muv tnni to raise it 

iv {f,M. ' 

(MAPAStK DE Co88^ dr<^ 

Jh (ionlfs. I 80 i 


., 


md 

sssril^* 
. ■ 




‘^‘‘T 


Trifmuft^t. Excellent! " 

ry/d KiNti Aatvn Madame u« CostW, 
ft <0 Madame db 
/»'.v7// ronvenationy apparently of a 
f)r tint fit's. The 

Tnhuvkt, \Vonla^^H a devil of nwsfcliit : 

[77je Kivo v'hisjx^n Madame ub 

M. iiK (■os.-iJ. dram near, coming /i^ 
liE (J‘iunEs remarh it to TiUBOCtBT# '' . 

Df flonk's. Her luiiibaii‘1! ^ 

[Madvmk or. (.We sees Mr 

KiN'i, and runs off, ' 

Madame DfCossc. 

rrMei. What a jealotti fri|^: 

Shakes his fat side, and wrinkles o’er Wi fefow,. 

{The Kiso, M’/io has hecn helped io 
The Kintj. Oh happy hours! Why, 

And Hercules, were two iKwr senseless fool% 

(’ouipared to me! ’Tis woman j^lds this 
I am all happiness!—-and thoul (To . 

TrMi. All joy I 

I laugh at balls, pomps, follies, guUty 
And sneer whilst you enjoy. Yet both are Weil^|Jr:^/v 
You as a King and as a hunchback L , 

The Khf’P De Ckisse damps the fSte; but l«l tlUt pws* 

How does iie look now, tliink youl 

l Painting to D* CkJss^, who is having the palace.) 
TriWiht. bike an ass ! 

TAe King. Nought plagues me save this corpulent old Coiint j 


i-f a * 
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Min© is the power to do,— to wiah!—to have I 
Oh, Triboulet, what pleMuro 'tis to live!— 

The world's SO I 

Aitd the King is drunk. 

1^^ (^gain 1 What arms !—w'hat lips !—what 

., . , „ , Take thou charge of me. 

' “IParis, bright and gay, 

•'-f'-' i-fe!' ’'-''' Iffowbere is thy fellow— 

'' 8**'^** ripe—” 

all thy men are m(‘llo\v.‘’ 

:, Ki.va and Tuiuoitlet. 

' ' !:“' • "r 

SqtKlt ,De Gobdes, Pakdaillan, De Vic, 

BPT, the Poet j a/ter them M. De Pienne, 
mUute). 

Pe friends, a novelty 1 bring— 

A rtddlhSl^oat the shrewdest brain; 

A somotliihtf^&^^wdinderlul, sublime; 


I>e 


In^posaible! 


thou, noble Sirl 

J?s thee, thou'rt a rnightv fuol. 

think uu self in aught. 
2h 'fowt last {xxjm of “ Peschore ” 

Th^ '** One nuirkcd for scorn— 

As wise when born.” 

Thou art 

vl^ Cupid stop my breath, 

Dt l%iiiie. ^" ilaik, ye now, De Gordes, 

And yhift* De Pa^inUaii, I pray ye, guc«?, 

Somet^ii^ most shruige has chanced to Triboulct. 

Hi Fofiiailktn .' He’s become straight. 

He CossA Or Constable of France. 

MaroU Or oook^ and served up at the royal tiible. 
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' v^?.'« 


De rinin'\ Xo ! —(Iroller still, he has—(you oe’er can guess— 
Til** iiK‘rO‘iil>lo). 

/ A 

/)<• P^tnhiilUtn, 

u.rly than linnself. 

M o'ot. 

(Jrowu ]»U*th<»rit' with g>»M, 

1)*‘ (fi .'■Sf'. 

f »f tiirnsj<it <1 

J/'r.'-'ff. 

Thi* Viri;in up in Pan'dis^o. 

/),’ /r' uv/^a. Perbaps.'ii 

Ye ne’er 

Tlu* huiVowu, 'rrihendet, uncouth, defc^ 

(Jui'ftS what he has.! Cornel some' 

?>T'irr,l. His hump! 

A’ Pienm. Nay 1 nay 1 ye’re 
A mistress! {AH brniA 

Marot. ftakc, your wit tfi 

De fiordn. A scurvy joke ! 

Dc Piettne. HI swear 

ni hrinj; vuif even to the lady’s door* 

Each night, he enters, shrmided in bis dlosdt. “^'1; 

With air most sombre—like some buDgiy bliii,''' 

By haj»i*iest chance I spied the quarry OWtj ' f 
J’rnwling myself, hard by Do Coast’s gat€^ 

Now keep uiy secret: r’vo a scheme to 
MaroU A sonnet :—** Trlbfmietl^ 

Yet this mucli I’ll engage! should ever 
Another Bedfoid land on France’s sbore^ 

Tlie English foes would dare our arms in v*l%^ 

The lady’s face would fright them back agabk <3, 

[All laugh —M. De Vic drawing 

iinger to his lips. • 

Df Pimtw. Silence, my Lords { 

De Porihtillnn. How comes it that the Khiig 
PiOams every night alone, as though he sought 
Some amorous quest I 




puts his 


2 a 
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De Pienne (to D» Vic). JJc* V’ic will tell us that. 

JM Vie, ^ Just now the wind <»f his caprice doth sit 

To wander fntfhi in hood and cloak disj^uisod, 

That know him 1 If the nij^dit’s so dark, 

lie dii>ih tHHiie window lor a door, 

Wh/ (nottveing moftied) to no care of mine. 

JEk ^ Ah'l who would own a sister, child, or aifc 1 

fbi kLhig fhe |o^ he takes, 

And for hia another’s woe. 

.The lautdiioir'lihmih;^^ fanire most sharp within. 


Marot). Ho trembles at the King. 




His j)rctty wife 

Fools nn’iWin; C 

’Tis that which frightens him. 

De I>e Cosso; 'tis a courtier’s ta.< 

Amen, say I ;--a melancholy king 
; or a backward spring. 


task 


Isr fAe Kiko <in<f Tuim'>ui,kt. 

at court! Mon.-^tros;; V inosr rare ! 


at court: Mon.-tros;;y inosr rart 
Tl^ ■ ■ Go, proach unto my sister of Xavfinv, 

^he’d'^|^>imip^';iM.'.ipedanta! 

TWSi^i^ J 'v-t', ^ -Sire, at least 

Yotill less than you, 

And ded^ this matter 

and qualities. 

Fro one iidii^l^^, l*tt reckon two. 

Firstf Fm not a king. 

Kather.t^a||«l^i»i^ to the court, 

Briug ^gn» Hi^ fanditel 
* Tke SiH 0 , Yet my sister strives 

.To 611 my court with sdiolars* 

IWAoWcf. Most unkind 

Upon a shteFf park—Believe me, Sire, 

There's not in nature's strange menagerie^ 

Nor hungry wolf, nor crow, nor fox, nor dog, 
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Nor famished i»oet, heretic nor Turk, 

Nor hideous owl, nor boar, uor oreepiag 
Ono half so hungry, hideous, 

I’liHod with cuneeiU and strange j:’,,. 

As ihiii same animal, yclept a sobolaiL1 
H.ue yon not jjlcasurtis, conquost% 

And (^lie lding light and perfume over ii^ 

Kncliunting woman 1 *, 

Tkfi h’hfj. Marguerite areie'^.^. 

That woman’s love may tempt me lidfci 
And when it palls— ■ '■ 

Trt h> / ulet. Oh, medicine 

Prcscrilve a jiedant, for a licart that%,<®!^p|^l?^^ 

Tiie Lady Marguerite, 'tis widely 
Was ever famed for desperate remedioL 

The King. Til have no 8choIar%-^poet|'^^^||^^^^'^l 
Trihoulet. Now, were I king, Td 
'fhaJi I’oelzcbuh doth »*’S 2 ;n of holy croes. , « 

• • i-i ^ 

7he King. But some half dosen ! 

Trihoulet. 'Tis a stable lull,'*- ' ^ 

A whole meBagerie. MVve quite enough . 

Of Marot here, without being poison'd qult(^. :f 
"With flimsy rhymesters. '' 

^faroU Thank you, good budbo^l, 

(AeiAe.) The fool were wiser, bad he held biS'h(p|pi&|j!'' 

'TrihoiUet. Be beauty still your heaven; ^ 

W'iiose smiles illumine earth. Ne'er cleg-jp^^'hliil^^^ 

With books. 's ■ 

The King. Nay, by the futfa, now, el ' 

For books care I as much as fish for apj^bs. 'dWSril^ - 

[Skont$ r,f lattgfUer are heard fnm a behind, 

Methinks, good fool, they’re merry at thy oostt' . 

Trihouht {draws near to the grot^ lieteiu^ ekd reiimu). 
Another fool they laugh at! 

The Kihg. * 

I'ribtAilet. The King 1 
The King. At me 1 




, i . 

•-I .K 

s ■ ' »«r 

”5 - V . 




Aye! whom, thent 
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Triimki. ^ ‘ 

Kay gold md IWWHmra fly into Navarre, 

Whilst ih^ g0t nothing. 

m ■, ' Now, I note them well I 

firioB, »od Ifcntchenh. 

Exaoj^y 

‘ ■■ selfish hounds ! 

‘One X made the next, 

And IdontoheiM^^ 

Tet'they eoms^pl^'X’’'' > -,-;.. 

<l‘«ite Ciion-h ; 


iS*.' 


llcSt do < - 

I-A€iMjj^^;.;4.5.?>:; ■ Dowimtt 


' liivug up all three. 


I. V 

* to Triboulet, a?ul speahlvj to the three 

heard him t 

Aye, indeed. 

PjIESNE). smarts for this, 

i). Your heart, inethinkH, must foci a 

1 1'^ 'k ^ 

^ fair, not one 
whoso soul could lovo. 

Trai^%':'Sir^^ if -' 

WlmM Moo™ •““‘■“cuce. 

Is low '*' 


Knowiiii^: 
WhoS^’r 
rAi 


Tv' 


'■^' thou then so sure 

I tove ’f'"’ ““ 


4 f 

Unknown 1 iasidt) VW not botrav 

,AN9..CK,'W^ ^WVWWWM •■ "t ■ ' 

My llHle hean^. Terrace. 

Triibovlet, Somooitjhaiel 

Th« £inff. Why not 1 

Ti-thtmliet {with agitation). Oh Stre, beware. 

Your low runs haaards that it dreams not of; 

These citiacus, in wrath, are fieixe as Uoiuaua. 
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J 


Wlio ta’;es their gooJ'* may leave a life iu pledge ; 

\\\' kiims and fools still satisfied shopld be 
With the fair wives and sisters of our . 

77/*- A'/wy. Mothinks De Co'sA’s wife jm well. 

Tf ibunkt. Then take her. '"4^^ 

The King. Marry, 'tUl 

hn.^y to sav,—to do, impoHaiblo 11 . ^ 

Trihotdit. Command it, ^Ire^ thin 
Thi King (gtoiating to 1>K Cossfe), MX 
T.-d>*>uht. Seudtotbo 

King. Oh, no I 

Trif'nuiH. Well, 

Ctvatc him Duke. 

The King. His _ _ 

Mi:;ht still rebel and trumpet forth 
Tri'-nuftt. He must be banished theq 
[ h7///>7 TuinouLKT »s s/>eaK«j 7 D» „ 

hean the, rc •*■ of the sjjeeeh. ,' 

'I’hero is one method, sinu/lo and concise,-^, ■ 



^,1' 

K ,;> 



over- 



’Tis stran^f it stepped not first into my tow 
Cut ofl' his fiend ! 

•» f 

Involve liifn. lu 80i3flW&, 

Some scliemc to help the arms of Spain 

' 4 C 


^^Hgkt 


De {coming between). Infernal 
The King {to TiunouLBT). 


ag/tui; 


Cut ofTa head like that,—imfitissible ! 

'frik'U,ef. Wluit, be a king, yet foiled in n 
A paltry trifle such as this denied. 

De Cosed {to Tbieoulet). 1*11 have tbeo btolS^^^2 
TrihouUt. Nay, I fear tbUf'^lJ 

A war of words on all around I wage, ’ ■ ., 

And iciro for nothing, whilst my neck doth boir 
The sucred head and cappiece of the fool. 

But one thing fear I,—that my hump might 
And j-lant itself in front, as thou dost wear it: 
Twould quite disfigure 1 



think 
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Dt CoisS ifxwr&me with ragt^ draws his sword). Ill manner’d 

slav^l « 

The JTi^. jBe Count I Come hitlier, fool, with mo ! 

[JKwwnt King anrf Tiuboulet 
{ fSbCooAXilBBS atmdUU etfUr the King has retired.) 
Vengeanoe cm Triboulet! 

MimU Wm acmed; 

Hov aan m Inflict the Mow t 

Xh PmtM. 't^J|^p|h'^'>-jg^tleinen ; the wrongs of all 
Shall be l^en evening falls 

Meet me, Tenme wall, 

Near to Be' naught beside. 

JDe PieihsMiiMs;tiS^^ ell; he comes! 

to trick ?—the King 1 Rj lleaveu 1 



tft the King’s firerg who ichispers to 


Vallier (an infirm old man 


In deepeetl^ 


liadcs to see the King. 

Bmril! (Ahvd) Oh, certainly; most glad 


' by Jove ! 


[Exit f^trvant. 


rotes 


/’ jj. ' 


This is a others tame- 

nVwt at the do<yr of entrance.) 

V\\ see the K ing ! 

3fVi« m his atlenfions to a group o/lados.) 

-'! ■ to enter licre? 

Idi the King I 

Th«£fng. No ! no I 

fiititoM nwa «a lIunfmnM/, with ti-iiitc hair and beard, hursh 
the crowd at ihehtekof the stage, and caiift\ni{s the 

> Kxko, gasinff stcad&p upon Atm.] 

g , . 

,, rs 5,’-^The King, St. VALUBR.’^niBoirLET a^uZ the Couetieus. 

lOUl 


Thes 


FaZZ^. 

dare restrain me f 


I will be heard ! 




Till-: A7X(rS ,4AJLrs/':.t//i.\7\ 
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throne; 




T/ie King {nppathd). Moiuticur St. Vullior! 

St. i oilier. Tig thug I*m named 1 

[The King ndvancu angtilp Uf&artU k^^hut is stappt^ (o/ 
Tkiuoulet. ' ,, 

Tribuulft. Permit 

I will so bravely lecture this good man.) 
f/^//s himHc// in a theatrical aUttlids, t 
Trd"'Uiti. Sir! you i a ice stirred rebidfiip^! 

Wo i>;n\loiio*l, as kiinl inonarchg should 
A St rancor. wiMer madness takes 
You nak for olbspring from a sondudaW 
As liidoous a-sthc vilest dwarf o’er knowiu . 

''i)' 

111 ^Itajied, ill-bn>il, pale, ^^hostlyy and: 

An odious wart ujum his moustrous na(^« ^ v.f" 

A shape like that I (pointing to Db Oossk) 

An ugly hump like 
'W'ho sees your daughter near him, noedg 

(I'lileas our King had Interfered), he mighli . * ." 

, ■<%***.’ ■' 

Have niJiclc i-.ire specimens of grandsong 
Disea^ed, unseemly, rickety, misshapedi 
Swoll'n likl; that gentleman, 

{jiointing to De Co8s6, who 

Or 

IJah ! he’s too ugly now, our noble Kio^; 

^Vill uive you grauclsons, that may be youT 
To climb your knee and pluck your reverend ' 

\Tlte Cot'RTiEfiS /ett^e^ii||pi^ T£n)OUi.KT. 
St. Vaiicr. Tis but one insult moin Sire; 

A king should listen when his subjects speaks,, ti ■ 

’Tis true, your mandate led me to the block* ”, * 

Where pardon came ujkju me, like a 
1 blcs'>cd von then, imconscKais as I was 
That a king s mercy, sharper far than death,. * 

To save a father doomed his child teftshame j ‘ 

Ves, without f>ity for the noble race 
Of Poitiers, si>otk'Ss for a thousand yean, 

You, Francis of Valois, without one spark 



(Jf luvo or pitjr, honour or 
Did on thfU night (thy couch her virtueH tomb), 
With <K)ld lAmhittceB, fotdly bring to scorn 
My h^lplMxSnnghter, Bisn of Poitiers. 

To 8a>r0. Ii^.lattier's tifoi a knight she sought, 
hike and without reproach. 

She foiM a heafiijs^, king, who sold the boon. 
Making hia ehild’s dishonour. 

Oh t hast thou done ! 

My blood wsis i^d |ttatly, tho* it springs 
Amongst names of Franco; 

But to poor grey locks, 

And yet to ti^|^]pN^-'ai'#Sepiug woman, 

Was bass^'l^^plflpiA Ikther was thine own, 

But not overpassed 

The yrr*, '(is mercy deemed, 

And 1, OsBod ungrateful still. 

Ob, my duuge^>ii walls, 

I would my knees for death, 

my name, my race, 
my race no more; 


But m«i^ 

&> them and ino. 

w' _. - '^1.. I 1L J*__ xl. .. . 



I ooroa 

1 take 
Keep her 
Dntil aomO 
(’Twill cometb' 


from thee; 
lusate love; 
the brat id of shame. 

festivals, 
husband's hand' 
us of thy yoke, 


My pallid faee'w^o^^haunt thee there, 
To tell thee,' foully done! 

And thou shalt Bi^l^ thy guilty pride 


Shall ahitnk abashed hedbre me; would you now 

*Aooefdhig to aat^eni wtitera, St. Valliers prophecy was terribly ful- 
Iti^eA 'The destk of Viancis th^i^nt aiforda a melancholy illustration of 
the morals of ^ ‘’good old tfines." Whether the story ^ the record of 
history, or the inve&tioo of slander, we have only to choose betw een the 
malignity of Uie/alsehood, or the infamy of the fact. A sad aUern.ativc 
for Uie believer i& the supremacy of the past.—F. L. S. 
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( oiiimaiid the he.uLsiiiairii lixe to do its oliico, 

You dare not, lest ray spectre should retum' 

To toll thee- 

Tl<>> king. , Madness! (JbBplteiriii.) 

Duke I arrest tiiil ' 

Trih.iilct {ineeringat St. Valuer). 

The j> 'or man raves. 

St. Vainer. 

ih\y ^^u■o * tis wrotij: u|Km the ojing 
'Po loo^e thy dog ! {tur/tfto TRiBOtTLKT).' > 

And thou, who^er 

'Phat a fiendish sneer and viiier’s ^ V 

Mukest my tears a pastime and a sport,, I' ’ ^ ’• 

My curse upon thee !—Sire, thy brow dolll'b^ , 

’I'iic gems of Franco !■—on mine, old age d<dili.iik' | 
Thine decked with jewels, mine with tiieso 
We both are kings, yet bear a difiTerent erWil^S, 

And should some impious hand upon tfay 
liea[> wrongs and insult, with thine own'stl^li^^^^ 
Thou caust avenge them !—(joo avekgES 

* [St. Vallibr m led 


, .J ti i ■ 



faUn. 


ACT lI.~SAi;i:ABAI«ii.^<J^^:;^:'- 

SiT.N E 1.— T/te scene represents a deserted Sussj> 

Terrace, On the right a house of deomi with a 

court-yard in front {surrounded ty a tUid^ Vld0^^lins a part 
of the stage. In the court are some trees^emd-'^f^^m seat. A 
door opens from iiu wall into the strut , wall is a 

terrace, 7t'ith a roof supported by arcJkfc; Jrom the 

first fioor of the house opens upon this which com¬ 

municates zvith tlu court hy a flight of ;On the Ift are 
the high zvalls of the De Cossi Palace,, and m ike background, 
distant houses and the steeple of St. Severm* 

Tiuboulet, Salta BA dil ; afterwards DsPienitx andDz Gordjes, 
Triboulet is emeloped in his cloak, but without his buffoons 



378 


VICTOR HUGO. 


dress —^ advances cautiousiy towards the door in the 
walL man dressed in blacky and Ukcwhc ^vraf'/'t-J in a 
deak {Jram beneath whkh the point of a szvord pieps out), 
fidows him stealthily. * 

TrUddet {lost in ikougkf). The old man ciirsc<l me. 

Sadabadd (aemU^ hm^ >Sii'! 

Th’bottlet {sdt^f tas%s round, and searchine^ in his poikets, says 
angyUf^f^'y-^ ‘ Tvo uothins'ft>r ytm. 

asked I ; you mislako ! 

Tribcntkt " Then kavo mo. 

Saiiabaddas^iouchinp^ his lon:^ szoord). Yon \s rung me, 

Sir/ toy gpod *Woi*d, I live. 


TriboM^lfyadtlr^ht^ alarmed). A cut throat! 

De GortOES, who remain zoa/e/iin.^ at 


You’ 



¥1-^ „ 

indnuafing manner). Something weighs upon 

NigH haunt this lonely 8i>ot— 

woman claims your caix>! 
oonoems Imt rne, I tell to none, 
your adviint.'ige that I speak; 

}U know me well. 

(your mistress on another smiles,— 

You’re 

TriboitUl./'%y^-i:; By all the fiends, a*hat want ye ? 

Saltabadd d voice, speaking softly and quickly). For 
some broa^ hy this hand he dies! 

TrUmuki (as^). 1 fireatho again. 
l^labadi/. , 1 see you deem me now 

An honest man, ' ♦ 

TIrdoulct, At least a useful one ! 

Saliabadil {wilh dn assumption of modesty). Guard to the 
honour of our Paris dames. 

Triboulet. Name your price to slay a cavalier. 

Saliabadil. Why that's according to the man we slay, 
With some dight guerdon for the skill displayed. 
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I't iboitlet. To stab a nobleman t 

SaitabadH. By Bbelz^bub 1 

'J'hr-ru’s too much risk of a slashed doublet there; 

(’nmihiir iu fence, and armed, your nobleman f- 
Is dear indeed ! , , . , 

Trih'uli i {hiu^::;hins^. Your noblettMktl^lk ^tear, 

And i»ray, do citizens by your kind aid "s"/'', r "t 
I vo’h other sl:ui; 4 :htert 

Siu’ht{ ,^di.\ Ye»; in truth tb^ ; i <' 

But ’tis a lu\m v'—a taste you know 

'I’lnit’s seaivoly tit, but for the man well bwi-.’.: , . 

Swtiie uj'sttiris arc there (being rich hmooth^ V' . 

That anc llie habits of a gentleman, 

And my Bcrvice — How I pity them 1 V". V 

I’m imid one half beforehand, and the fCttt • ^ ,V- 

Wi.cn the deed’s done! 

irib 'uh't. For this you brave the 

■, ' 

Saltahadil {smiling) Not much ! a tribute paiil to the police! 

Trihoukt. So much par bead t ' : 

Saliiibadil. Just so! unless hjdwdr^^ v, ' 

(Wln-it sliairi say ?) unless the king were \ 

Trihoukt. And how 

SaltabadiL In the sU'oet /' 

Or ohc at home! - 

Triboidd. In a most (x>urteetrt 

dnidil. If in the street—a sharp Iti^ wear, 

And watch my nm,n at night. , ' ‘ 

Tribouht, And il^at boCDel 

E.rliabadil. Why then my aster Hagueloiliiw ttf^— 

A uprightly girl—that in the streets by night,; ‘.L. 

Doth dance for gain,and, with enticing smBsii^'' 

Allures our prey, and draws the game to eurtb. 

Trih mkt 1 see I 

Siiiiabadil. Tis managed without n<Hse or stir, 

Quite decently 1 Nay, most respectably. 

Now let me crave your patront^, good sir; 

You’ll be contented, tbo’ I keep no shop, 


wear, 
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Nor make parade ; I am not of that rare 
Of cowfitid cutrihroabi, arniod from head to heel, 

Who bard m bmds to take a single life — 

Wretidieat cooroge shorter than their sword. 

[JPrajving an enornioto/y .va-f'/j. 
This is my weapon! (TniBonLET siarts.) 

{SmUlng and Tbiboulkt.) At your .service, Sir ! 
‘Trihoukt, Jmd; now^ Indeed, I’ve no ocea.sion for it. 

Satiabadih So mnoH the worse J You’ll find mo wlion you list, 
Before the of the Duke of Maine. 

At noon e^h 4^ | tidto my morning's stroll : 

My name’s Salbi^il 

TrWmdidiiy.: Of gipsy race? 

^//<fM^.^^tgaodlaD too i 
De l|j| Fiskne, taking out kis tabkti). 

^ A jewel of H man, 

Whoso namt l^ 1 fotget) at once 1 write, 

Saliakaditi not think tlm worse of nu' fi r this I 

Trihotd^ 1 why should 11 t-very <iuo Ui.t-t live. 

not be a begg.ar, idler, rogm;' 

' Whom ’twcrc hirharmis 

To leaHn to get rid of him. 

' £EM3rmi keep you in its love 1 
/>« ’Tis still too light! Koturn we 

herein^' 'f ‘ „ \Exeunt I)k 1’iexxk and De ti 
Tr&Vtf^’fi^^i^ibSaLTABami.). C.ood day! 

SiUtakadit Yourhiunbleservant,Sir. Adieu! [ F.\it. 

TkihHUt a.f he mires), IJow uiuch alike his 

eruj^ntyUj to mtne 

His aiwoidwlhiurp, bat witli a tongue more keen 
I stab idle heint I Aye^ deeper far than be. 


ScEN* 2.—TiU[nouLKr(^ii/<?nr>~SAlTABAi)JL delarted, Tri- 
Boasixt gently opens tfie door in the waU. JJe i.s anxiously 
r&undt and faking the key out of the kek, tureJaHy shuts the 
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on th<' insU<\ He then paces the court with an air of 
melancholy and abstraction. 

Tribouht. The old man cursed me !*evett as lie 8i>oke 
I mcckcd and taunted him ;—and vet, oh fthaoiol 
My lip but sullied. His sorrow touched Mill* 

iiuleed !— \He siti stone seat. 

For man with nature tee^uW 
iMHiie me wicked, lu-ariless, and depmttod I' ' ^ 

I'.uiroou ! ()h heav’ii!—deformed, do^iawi; » 

Always tlmt thousjh^, or slcejunj', or awake,^ -. 

It iiauiits my dreams, and tortures me bjr day t 
The vile buflbon the wretched fool of cotlft' 

Who iimsf not. cannot, dare not, for his hire 
l\) a audit but laUudi! Oil grief! oh misery I . 

Tiie ponrcNt be.rpu*, or the vilest slave,— 

The very galley convict in his chains, 

^^ay weeji and soothe his anguish with his tears* 

Alas, I dare not ! Oh, 'tis hard to feel 
llowcd down to earth with sore infirmities; 

.b' lh.'.is of beauty, strength, or inuuly grace,*—* 

With .-plomliTnr eirclod, making me more sad. 

Ill vain my wretchedness w'ould hide from mail,'** 

In vain my heart wouM aob its griefs alone;—'' 

My patron comes,—the joyous, laughing km^’ 

Ik'iov. d of wi»ini;u ! heedless of the tomb; 

Well sliapun, haminornc, King of France,—and 
And with his foot, he spurns me as I bide ; ' ’ 

And, yawn.ug, erics, "Come, make me laugh, 

Al IS, prior fool!—anti yet am I a man, 

And rancorous hate, and pride, and bsdSed rage^, ."^, 

Iknl in my brain, and make my soul like helL 
Ccasele.'S I meditate some dark design, 

Yet, feeling, nature, tliought, must I conceai^ 

And at my master's sign make sport for all. 

.Abjection base ! where’er I move to feel 
My foot encumbered with its {galling chain. 

By men avuided, loathed and trampled on 
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By women treated as a harmless dog. 

Suh t gallant courtiers and brave gentlemen, 

Oh, hov I bate you 1—^hero behold your foe; 
Your bitter eneers I pay you back with scorn, 
And foil and countermine your proud desires. 
Like the bad spiiili in%eur master’s ear 
I whisper death to ea^ aspiring aim, 

Scattering, with ortiel ples^re, leaf by loaf, 

The bud of hdpe^Iong ere it come to flower. 
You made me nfi^iked ;»ryet what grief to live 
But to drop pohN^ in the.eupof joy 
That others dyibtk I'^ad If within my breast 
One kindly to thrust it forth 

And stun: these jingling hells. 

Amidstthe glittering show, 
Like a l«n#|i||^^.s^ek 1 to destroy, 

For eveiy^lillf;^^ Mppiness of all, 

Covering ^se, malignant smile 


The ven 




This 


' ' i j* “ ^ •« - 




The old 


^t festers at my heart. 

, \He r/sis from the store sent. 

ISo, not wretched here ! 
etistence comes anew: 

^i^i-Hao past regret 
iew that waits me here. 

’?■ ^ l^He falls into a reverie, 

fiMlI Why returns that thought 1 
} art mad ?—for shame ! 


\ffe sfiWT’ vf the house, A youn^ girl dressed in 

mjr/» and throws herself ^'ifn his arms. 


SonNi; 3.*-~B|i4Jl(fiB^TmBo \ afterwards Da^e Berarde. 
Trihoukt Mfclnldt 

Iffe presses her to his bosom with delight. 
Ah, place your arms aroimd my neck; 

Come to iiny heart, my child I *l’m happy now; 

Near then all’s joy! I liv^ I breathe again. 

\He gases at her with transport 
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M(»ic l)eiiutcou<* every day. lil inehe, art thou well,— 

Quite well 1 Dear Blanche ! conic kiss me once again. 

Jiltimhe, You are so kind, dear father* 

Tnhoukt. No, indeed, 

T do but love thee. Thou’rt my life, my blood 
B 1 luchc, if 1 lust thee *—oh, the thought 

liLxnitu (putting her hand on his forthead)* What makch i 
Mi^h &o heavily, m 3 father! < 

Tell me 30111 '^utiowh ; trust 3 'our grief with toith, * 

]ia\o we no kindred! Where are all your frUmdvt 
Tnboukt. Daughter, thou hast none. 

Blan he. Then tell me your nanMk 

lubou/ct. Why would’st thou know it! 

JUunthi, When at dear Chiuoii| 

Till little Milage wheie I lived before, 

The lu iglibours call’d me orphan, till you camo. 

TniouUt. ’Twere far more prudent to have le^ ^00 
But 1 could bear my sad sad life no longer i 
1 3 (ainei for thee— 1 wanted one to love me. 

B la hi he. Well, if you will not tell me of youieeU^ 
2'nbouht (not listening to hir). You go not ouif 
Bkuiihe. Two mouths have 1 

And hut eight times to mass gone forth. 

Iriboie/et Tis WOT. * ' 

Blanche At least, 3 *ou’ll tell mo of my motilQr ttOWf 
Tfiboultt. No, no, forbear to wake that chord, nsyfbild. 

Let me not think upon how much Tve lost j 
Weit thou D »t here I’d deem it all a dream: 

A woman diflercnt from all womankind, ' 

Who knew me poor, deserted, sick, deformed, 

Yet loved me, even for my wretobedness. 

ing, she carried to the silent tolab 
The blessed secret of her sainted love : 

Love fleeter, brighter than the lightning’s flesh ; 

A ray from Paradise, illuming Hell. 

Oh, earth, x>i*ess lightly on that angel breast, 

Where only did my sorrow find repose. 
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Hut thou art here, my cliild. Oh, God, I thank thee ! 

[//(? bursts info tears. 

JSlafU^ Ob, how you weep ! indeed I cannot bear 
To see yto thus—^it makes me wretclied too. 

TrUfoukt Would'st h&ve me laugh ? 

Blmmkif. r.. Dear father, pardon me. 

Tell me your name,'-^ktfide your grief in mo. 

Triboukt.' X ll|ber. Ask me not for more; 

In this great wol^liotiie bato mo—some despise ; 

But here, at le^;\wbero aXl is innocence, 

I am thy lerered. No name 

Is holier to bis child. 

B/an^, 1 

Trktmt^ber). Ah, wluit heart responds Ike 


J love all' else beside. 

Sit thee - Cbme, we*ll talk of this. 

Art sure 1 Now that we are here 

Together, is clasped in mine. 

Why of anything but thee 1 

The only vouchsafes, ray child! 

0theni%^'|^^^^%>ther8, loving friends, 

* lo«g pedigree 
Of 



But I 

Thou art nr 
Some tnist lit 
Wliat oare< 


numerous— 

’. Some men arc rich, 

I, Blanche! my all. 
trust alone in thee, 
or woman^s love, 

For pou^ of dignities or wealth 1 

Theed s^ thou outweight'st them all; 

Tboti^fili my oonht^ii'^y, famil.y— 

1 , bapplnees, '^i^oD,'*hope— 
hlverse; I find them all in thee. 

From bit. but thee my soul shrinks, trembling, back. 

Oh, if I lost thee! The distracting thought 
Would kin me, if it lived one instant more I 
Smile on mo, Blanche! thy pretty, artless smile, 
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So like thy mother’s ; she wus*artless too.— 

You press your hand upon your brow, my child; 

Just as she did. My soul leaps forth to thine, 

Even in darkness—I can see thee still— 

For thou art day, and light, and life to me. / 

Blanche, Would I could make you bappty f ’ 

Tribindet, Happy 1 Blanchel ;, 

J urn so liappy when I gaze on thee— . 

My very heart seems bursting with delight. .V, ‘ 

[Passes hts hand thredigh and smiles. 

What fine dark hair ! I recollect it once . 

So very light ! Who would believe it now I 
Blanche. Some day, before the curfew boB hful tcdll^ 

You’ll let me take a walk, and see the town! 

Triboulet. Oh, never, never 1 Thou haft not loft itomo 
Unless with Dame Berardol 
Blanche. Oh, no! 

Triboulet. Beware 1 ■. » 

Blanche. Forth, but to church, I go I , 

Triboulet {aside). She may be " 

Pei liaps pufsued, tom from me, and difgraced. , ‘ 

Jlah! wore it so ! the wretched jester’s daughter' . 

There’s none would pity. {Aloud.) I beseech tho^ 

Stir not abroad.—Thou know’st not how impure " 

How poisonous is the Paris air to woman: 

How heartless proiligaLes infest the streete; , '- 
And courtiers baser still! {Aside.) Oh, HeavoBu'' ttf 
Watch o’er, preserve her from the damping ssatl^ " 

And touch impure of libertines, whose breath *; ^ ^ 

Hath blighted flowers pure and fair as she. ! V ! ' 

Let e’en her dreams be holy I —H^re at least / / 

Her hapless father, resting from his woes, 

Shall breathe, with grateful heart, the sweet perfume 
Of this fair rose of innocence and love ! 

[He buries his face in his hands and bursts into tears. 
Blanche. I’ll think no more of going out^ dear fatlicr, 

But do not weep. 


-Ai ' ot*:;-', 

’I 

^ 'SJt. 

■< ! .■ 
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Triboulet. Tiios&ttears relieve me, child. 

So much I laughed lost ni«^ht:—but I forget, 

The hour to bear my hated yoke draws nigh. 

Dear Blanehe, adieu 1 

Blanche (embracing; Mm). You’ll soon be here again. 

Tnb(/vileb. Alai^ I am not master of my will. 

Ho! Dame Berarde 1—Whene’er 1 visit here 

. [An old duenna enters. 

None see me enter ) 

Berarde. Nay, of course not, Sir! 

This streets de$erted 1 

[// is new marly ddrh, ike Kixg appears outside the wall, dis¬ 
guised in a dark^loured dress. He examines the high 
weUi and closed door with gestures of impatience and dis- 

appeiMmmt. 

THheyeddb. Dearest Blanche, adieu! 

^. (A) Dams Bbraude. ) 

The door toward! ^e quay is ever closed ? 

I know a ^uae j^ore lonely e’en than this, 

Near St. Gernndttd^ Ill see to it to-morrow, 

Blanche^ Tim father, is so pleasant here, 

Above, the gardcjma: 

Tribendei,, •- Go not there, my child ! 

. [He listens. 

Ha! footetepBU^i 

[He goes M tM 4f»Ar, and opens it, and locks out: the Kino slips 
inio JSf rw^ in the wall near the door, which Tribod let 

leamsepm. / ,, 

Blamht to the terrace). But may I not at night 

Breathe the pore air 1 

Triboulei. Alas ! you might be seen, 

[ Whilst he is speaMng to Blanche, his hack towards ike door, 
the Kino slips in, unseen by all, and conceals himself be¬ 
hind a tree. 

{To Dame Berakdb.) 

You let no lamp from out the casement shine ? 

Berarde. Why, gracious powers 1 what man conid enter here t 
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turm and scfn the Kixo behind the tree. Juaf an die in 
aljout to cry out, the. Kino holdn a purse out to her, which 
she takes, weujhs in her hanUt, and- i$ silmL 
Blanche (to Triboulet, who has been to examine the terrace with a 
lanteni) —Why dost thou look?—what fearoftt thou, my father? 

Triboulet. Nought for myself, but eTOiytMug for thee. 

Farewell, inv child! 

r y 

[//e atjain fidds her in his arms ; a ray ofUyht from the lanti ni 
held, by ^ Dame BfiKARi)£/a?£i i^xw dusm .' ’ 

The Kimj. The Devil !•—Tribbalet I (i|d Imyhs). 

Trihunlot's daughter !—why, the jest’s divine. . 

Triboulet {returning), A thought disturbs Wff.'-rWben from 
church you come 
lifts uo one followed thee ? 

\1llanehe is confused and casts dmm her ei/es. 
Ikrarde. Oh, never, Sir! 

TrihoukL Shriek out ior help, if any one nud^t ' 

Or stop thy path. 

Jierarde. I’d scream and eall the gttSdiS. 

Trihonki. Whoever knocks, keep closed to all the door. 

Bcrarde* Tho’ 'twere the King 1 

Triboulet. Much more if 'twere King. 

\He emhrojces Blanchb again, and goes divitmg 

the door after him. . ... ' N 

Scene 4.—Blanche, Damb Berarde, ms 

(During the first part of this scene the KiN0 st^ behiud 

1 \ . oy‘ 

the tree.) 

Blanche. Yet feels my heart remorse. 

Berarde. Remorse t—for whsiit 

Blanche. How sensitive to every fear he seems 1 . 

How every shadow darkens o’er his^oiil I 
Ev’u as he left, his eyes were wet with tears. 

Dear, good, kind father! should I not have told 
Ilow, everv Sundav, when we leave the church. 

He follows me!—you know!—^that fine young man ? 

Berarde. Why speak of that t—already, unprovoked, 

Your father’s humour sets most fierce and str^ge; 
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Besides, of course, you hiito this gentleman. 

Blanche, Hate him!—Ah, no !—Alas! I shame to sar. 

His imago never fades tipon mj mind ; 

But from the hour when first his looks met mine, 

\^herc'er 1 gaze, mcihinks I see him there. 

Would it were so! Oh 1 ’tis a noble form! 

So gentle, yet so bold! so proud his mien I 
Methinks upon a fieiy oourser's back 
He’d look right nobly I 

[Js Daub Bbbabub near the Kino, he pvts a hanlfnl oj 
hmd, 

Berardt, ' Well, he charms mo too; 

He's so accompludted. 

Blanche* Such a man must be- 

Berarde* Discreet and wise 1 

Blanche, His looks reveal his heart; 

Tis a great heatti 

Berarde, ’ Oh, wonderful! immense! 

[Af mrf snilEeilee Berardb epeah, she holds out her hand 
to the puts money in it. 

Blanche. I 

Berarde, Formidable! 

Blanche, ^ Yet so kind! 

Berarde, So tmderl 

Bian^e, Generous! 

Berarde, Magnificent I 

Blanche, ^ All that can please! 

Berarde, , His shape without a fault,— 

His eyes^ his nose, hit forehead. 

\Mifids out her hand for money at each word. 
The King {oHde^ * Nay, by Jove, 

If sl^H^ires in detail^ Fm undone: 

No Fm stripped of all 

BiS^ke, I love to speak of him. 

Berarde. I know it, child. 

The King {asidct giving more monn). Oil upon fire. 
Berarde, ^ So tall, kind, handsome, good, 
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Creat-hcuited, generous. 

King {aside). There ! She’s^off again. 

Berarde. *Tis some great nobleman, his aim so grand, 

His glove 1 noted, broidered on with gold. 

[27/^ King makes signs^ when she Mb met her hand^ that he 
has nothing left* 

Blanche. Oh no I 1 would not bo wor$ floh or great, 

But some poor country student; for I think' 

He’d love me better. 


Berarde. Well, it may be so. 


If you prefer it I {Aside.) Heavens I what a taste 1 
These lovc-sick girls will move by contraries. 



a 


[Again holding <mt her hanito the King. 


{Aloud.) But this I’m sure, he loves you to de^|«ur. 



{Aside .) Is he then drained 1 No m<mey, Sir! no praise! 

Blanche. How long it seems till Sunday comes again I 

Until 1 see him, sadness with my soul 
Dwells uigl^ and day ; when on the altar last 
My humble gifts 1 placed, he seemed as though 
lie would have spoken. How my heart did throb 1 ^ ^ 

Oh, I am sure, love hath possessed him too i 
My image never, never quits his mind. 

Different from other men, his looks sincere 
Tell me no woman fills his heart but me; 

That, shunning pleasure, solitude he seeks 
To think on me. * 

Berarde. [Making a last effort^ holdhig out her hand to the K i xo. 
1 stake my head ’tis true! 

The King {taking off a ring and giving it to Bssurdb). 

This for thy head, 

Blanche. Oh, how I wish, whene'er 

I think of him by day, and dream by night, 

He were beside me : 1 would toll him then. 

Be happy; oh be mine, for thee— 

« 
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\Thc Kino tonm fiom behind the tree, and stretches out his 
arms towards iier^ ^oing on his knee whilst she has her 
face turned from him. When she looks round again he 
speaks, finishing her speech. 

The King. I love 1 

{:>ny on ; oh, cease not I eay thou lov’st me, Blanche : 

Love sounds so sweetly from a lip like thine. 

Itlanche (f’ighimed, looks round for Damic Beuarde, teho has 
pwposelg dimppeared). 

Oh ! ]’m betrayed, alone, and none to help ! 

The King,, Two, happy lov^'rs are thcui.selvcs a world. 

JJlanehe. ^ Whence come vou, Sir 1 

The Kingi. From heaven or from hell, 

’Tis of no import—angel, man, or hend, 

1 love thee 1 

Jilancke. Heavens 1 if my f.ither knew 

1 hope none saw.you enter! Leave me, Sir! 

The King, L^te thee, whilst trembling in my arms you rest, 
And 1 am thine, and thou art all to mu ! 

Tliou lov’st me r 

Klanehe {cc^fus^t^ Oh, you listened! 

The King, *Tis most true; 

Wiiat sweeter music could I listen tu 1 
Jilanche {mpfilwatmg). Well, if you love, leave me for love’s 
own sake. 

The King, Leave thee, when now my fate is linked Avith thine ! 
Twin stars, in one horiaon, dtmhlj^ bright,* 

When heaven itself h^ chosen me to wake 
Witinn thy virgin breast the dawn of love, 

That soon shall blnze like noon 1 ’Tis the soul’s sun; 

Dost not feel its soft and gentle flame 1 

* Vid^Hugo’s lines run thus 

** Quand notre double ^toile ao in£me horixon brille !" 

But as 1 cannot find that Jimble stars were at all suspected in the days of 
Francis the First, 1 have taken the liberty to avoid the anachronism by a 
slight alteration of the text. 
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The monarch’s crown, that death confers or takes,— 

The cruel glory of inhuman war; 

'fhe hero’s name, the rich man’s vast domains,— 

AH these are transient, vain and earthly things. 

To this poor world, where all beside doth fiui^ 

But one pure joy remains,—’tis love I ’tis love I, 

DiVtr Blanche, such happiness T bring to thee... 

Life is a flower, and love its nectarod juice, 

’Tis like the eagle mated with the dove,— 

’Tis trembling innocence with strength allied,^ 

’Tis like this little hand, thus lost in mine. 

Oh let us love! \He mbracis $h$ resists. 

Blanche. No ! leave me 1 

Berarde (aside, peeping out from the terrace). All goea well 1 
She's suiu'cd I * 

2'/te King. Oh, tell me thou dost love I 

Berarde (aside). The wretch I 

The King. Blanche, say It o’er again. 

Blanche (bending down K&r ey&i). You heard nfe once. 

Yon know it. 

The King. Then I’m happy I 

Blanche. I’m undone t 

The King. No, blest with me! 

Blanche. Alas I 1 know you not I 

I'cll me your name. 

Berarde (aside). High tit^ tO thilj^ that. 

Blanche. You are no nobleman, no courtly, sure ; 

My father fears them. 

The King. No, by heaven !— (Aside.) Let’s see (As deliberates). 
Godfrey Melune I'm called, a student poor, 

So poor! 

Berarde (who is just counting the money he has given her, 
holds up her hand). 

(Aside.) The liar I 

[Enter Db PiBJf SB and Pardaillab ; they carry a dark lantern, 
and are concealed in doahs. 

Dt Pienne (to Paboaillan). Here ’tis, chevalier! 
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JkrarcU {rum down from tJve terrace). Voices outside 1 liear. 

lUanehe. Ob, heaven! my father. 

Dame Berarde (to the KjnU). Leave us ! —away ! 

The King. What traitor mars my bliss 1 

Wuuld that my hands were grasping at his throat! 

Blanche (to Bsbabds). Quick ! quick!—Oh, save him! O;io 
the little gate 

That leads towards the quay. 

The King. Leave thee so soon 1 

Wilt love to-morrow, Blanche T 

Blanche. And thou t 

The King. For ever 1 

Blanche, 'nnou may'st deceive; for I’ve deceived my father. 

TJu King, Never {—One kiss on those bright eyes! 

Blanche, No ! No ! 

[The m epite of her remtance, seiees her in his anm and 

kimee her several times. 

Berarde. A most infuriate lover, by my soul! 

[Exit the Kixc, u'ith BKUAitoii. 

[Btawosi remCthtie for tome time wiih Iwr eyes Jixe^ on the door 
throng ifhikh iAe Kmo has passed ; she then enters the house. 
MecmiuhUtiiht 'ttreet itjUUd mth Cocrtiers, armed and icear- 
ing memUet and tnaagues. Da Gordes, De Co$se, De Brion, 
Di MonTMonsNOV, Ds Moetchenu, and Clement ^Iarot, join 
Da PlsMim and Pardaillan. The »ight is n ry dark—the Ian- 
thorns tiiey carry are dosed. They make signals of recognition^ 
and point out Trieoulet's house. A servant attends them 
bearing a tcaling Usdder, 

ScB^ 5.—BLiLNCOEB—<Ae CorBTiBits. Afterwards Triboulkt. 
Blanche comes out on the terrace; she holds a flambeau in 
her hand tohich .throws its light upon her countenance. 

Blcend^i Oodhrey Melune! Oh, name that I adore, 

Be grafl^^ my heart 1 

De JNenne {to the Courtiers). ' Messieurs, ’tis she I 

De Gordes. Some bourgeois beauty j how I pity you, 
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Who cast your uets amongst the vulgar throng. 

\A$ he qyeakSi IIlaschb turMrovndtO^d the lirjhifalh full 
on tier featvrei, • 

Dc rknne. What think you now f 

^farot, 1 own the jade is lair. 

De Cordet, An angel, fairy,—an aooompUshed grace. 
PardaUlan, Is this the mistress of oar TriboiUet 9 
The rascal! i » 

2)e Gordee. Scoundrel I 

.1/aro^ Beauty and the Beast! 

’I'ls just 1 Old Jupiter would cross the breed. " ‘ 

De Pienne, Enough ! we came to punish Triboolet; 

We are all here, determined, well prepared. 

With hatred armed,—aye, and a ladder too,— 

Scale we the walls, and having seized the fair, 

Convey her to the Louvre ! Our good king 
Shall greet the beauty at his morning’s lev^ 

De Cossi. And straightway seize her, as most lawful prey. 
Marot. Oh, leave the Devil and Fate to settle that. 

De Got'dee. 'Tis a bright jewel, worthy of a erowii, 

• i^nfer Triboulkt ikowjhL 

Tidhovlet Still I return,—and yet 1 know not 
The old man cursed me ! . / 

[In the dark he run* agomt^T^ Gobdes. 

Who goes there ? 

De Gorde* (runs back to the con^zrator*, and 

Messieurs, 

'Tis Trihoulet! 

De Cossl. Oh, double victory 1 
Let’s slay the traitor ! 

De Pienne. Nay, good Count,—not so 
Pray, how, to-morrow, could we laugh at him 1 

De Gorde*, Oh, if he’s killed, the joke’s not half so droll. 

De Coui. He’ll spoil our plans. 

Marot. No! leave yon that to me,— 

I’ll manage all. 

Triboulet {atide). 


Some whispering I hear. 
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Marot {going up to Tbidoulet). 

Wh.'itl Tribouleti 

Trihovlet {jwrody), Who's there % 

Ma/rot. Dou't eat mo up 1* 

'Tis I. 

TriJboulet. What It 

MaroU Marot 

Ti‘iJf}Oulet. The night's so dark. 

Sdarot. Satan has made an inkstand of the sky. 

Trihoidet. Why are you here t 
‘Marot. We come (you surely guess); {?ie laughs). 

De OosKu’s wife we aim at^ lor tho King. 

TribondH. Ah, excellent! 

l)e Com 4 (atido). Would I could break his bones 1 

Trilfniltit. How would you enter,—not by open force ? 

Ma/rot (to Ba Ooesi). Give me your key. (De Coss 6 ^xis«es Mm 
the Jkeg.) (To Tbiboulet.) This will ensure succchh. 
Feel you Be Coast's arms engraved thereon t 

Triboulet (otul^ feeling the key). Three leaves serrate; 1 
know the eoutoheon well,— 

There stands Ms house. What silly fears were mine.! 

(retifmm^ ike key to Marot.) 

If all you purpose be to steal tho wife 
Of fat Bo Oossd—'faith, I’m with you too. 

Marot. We are all ptasqued. 

Trihwdet. Give mo a mask as well. 

[Afarot puts on a WKuk, and ties it with a- thick handkeichiejj or 
bandog covering both Tkiboulet’s eyes and ears, 

Marot (to Tbiboulst). You guard the ladder. 

Tnlmitht. Are there many here 1 

I can see nothing. 

Masrot. *Tis so dark a night (to the Courtiers). 

Walk as you will, and talk without disguise. 

The trusty bandage blinds and deafens him. 

[The OovxaE&s mowit the ladder^ bterrf open the door of iJa terrace 
and enter (he house. Soott aftenvards one rcfnnts, and ojhhis 
the door of the court-yard fi'om icUhin. Thei\ the whole body 
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nwA out, benring Bl.vncuk, half scmckss. Af/i r they have left 
tlvc stage, her voice is heard in the distance. 

Blanche {in, the dislance). Hefp ! help mo, father ! 

Courtiers {in the distance). Victoiy 1 she’s ours ! 

Triboukt {at the bottom of the ladder). How long must I 
stand doing peuanto here 1 
Will tlic}^ never finish ? S«h ! I’ll wait no more. 

{He tears off ilte mask, and discovers the tnmda^) Hah ! my 
eyes bandugcil! 

[He tears off the mask ami Imwloge. JRtf the Ughi of alatdhorh left 
Mdnd, on the ground, he sees something tdidte^fdhichhe takes vp, 
ami discovers to be his daughter's veil. Me lochs round—the 
ladder is agaiiust his oum wall—tiu waU-door is open. He 
rushes into his house like a madman, and retwms dragging out 
Damk Bkuabde, half dressed mdL search awake. He, looks 
round in a state of betoilderment and sttqior, tears his hair, and 
utters some inarticulate sounds of agony. Ai lathis voice re¬ 
turns—he heaks forth itvto a ery of de^gadr, 

i 

Oh, the curm!—^tho curse t 

[MefeiRs do0n in a swoon. 


ACT HI.-THE KIHG. 

Scene 1 .—JRoyal aidechatniyer at the Louvre, fumUhedin ike slyh of 
the liana issauce. Near the frmt of the doge, A duiir, and 

footstml. At tfw h(tck of the scene, a large door ricMy gilt. On 
the left, the door of the King’s deeping apartment, covered with 
a tapestry hawjing. On the right, a beaufeb, with vemh of 
porednin a'ud gold. The door at Hie back opens on to a Unor,, 
wiHi garden behind. 

The Courtiers. 

De Gorda, ’Tis fit we plan the end of this adventure, 

2)e i’ienne. Not SO; let I’riboulet still writhe and groan, 

Xe’er dreaming that his love lies hidden here ! 

De Cosed Aye, let him search the world. Yet, hold, my lord-1 
The palace guard our secret might betray. 
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De Mt/iitckm-A, Tliroughout the Louvre all are ordered well: 
They’ll swear no womau came last night within. 

rardailUm. Besides, to make the matter darker still, 

A knave of mine, well versed in strategy, 

Called at the poor fool’s house and told he saw. 

At dead of night, a straggling woman borne 
To Hautefort’s palace. 

Marot {taka tnU a letter). This last night scut I: 

(ffe reads.) ** Your mistress, Triboulet, I st^le; 

If her fair image dwells with tliee. 

Long may that image fill thy soul; 

But her sweet self leaves France with me.” 

Signed with a flourish, John de Nii'elles. 

(CouBTiEBS (dl lawfh vociferously.) 
PardaUlan. Gods I what a chase ! 

De Coss4. His grief is joy to me. 

De Oordes. Aye, let the slave, in agony and tears, 

With clenching hands, and teeth that gnash with rage. 

Pay in one day our long arrears of hate. 

\The door ef tike Jtoyal apartment opens, and the Kino enfer.% 
dressed fn a fnagn\^etd mominy dress; he is accompanied by 
Bb PiBNBe; the Coortiees draw near. The Ki>o a)\d De 
PiSNKB laugh immoderately. 

The Kinff {pmnting to the distant door). She’s there! 

De Pienne {laughing). The loved one of our Triboulet. 

2'hc King {latching). Steal my FSoI’s mistress!—Excellent, 
i'faitb 1 

De Pienne, Mistress or wife ? 

The Kmg {aside), A wife and daughter too I 
So fond a fool 1 ne’er imagined him ! 

De Pienne. Shall I produce her now 1 
The King. Of course, Pardieu! 

[Da PiENKB leaves the room, and returtw immediately, leading in 
Blancsb, dosely reded and trembling. Tlte Kixo sits down 
tn his chair, in a careless attitude. 

De Pienne. Enter, fair dame ; then tremble as you will. 
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Behol:] the King! 

lilnnche veiled). So young I—is that the King ^ 

[*S7i.c throvss hersdf at hU feet. At hte first somul of Bi^anchk’s 
xokt, the Kin'G staitsy and then signs the Couetibrs retire. 


S( ESB 2.—The Kiwa—BiAycHK. The Km&j tthm ^ft alotie icifh 
Br.AN'CHK, takes the veil from her face* 

2'kf King. Ihiincho I 

Blanche. Godfrey Mclnne ! Oh, Heav’n I 
'The Kin'j {hursting into a fit of laughter). Now, by my faith ! 
^Vhethcr 'tis chance or planned, the gain is mine, 
ify lllancho ! my beautiful, my heart’s delight, 

(a»uio to my arms I 

Blanche {rising and shrinking hack). The King!—-forgive nm, 
Sire; 

Indeed, I know not what to say.—Good Sire, 

Godfrey Melune;—but 1 you are the King. 

{She falls <m her knees again.) 
Whoe’er thou art, alas! have mercy on me! 

The King.* Mercy on thee 1 my Blanche, wh<mi 1 ftdoire! 
Francis confirms the love that Godfrey gave. 

I love, thou lovest, and we both are blest. 

The name of King dims not the lover’s fame* 

You deemed me, once, a scholar, clerk, 

Lowly in rank, in all but learning poor; * •' 

And now that chance hath made me nobler bom, 

And crowned me King, is that sufficient cause 
To hold me suddenly in such abhorrence % 

I’ve not the luck to be a serf—what then 1 

{The ILwOt Xcmghn heartily.) 
Blanche {aside). Oh, how he laughs !—and I with shame could 
die I 

The King. What f6te8,'what sports and pageants, shall be 
ours! 

What whispered love in garden and in grove! 

A thousand pleasures that the night conceals 
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Thy happy future graftcfl on mine own— 

We’ll be two lovers wedded in delight. 

Age must steal on, and wtiat is human lifel 
A paltry stuff, of mingled toil and care, 

Which love with stiirry light doth spangle o’er; 

Without it, trust me, ’tis a sorry rag— 
lilanuhe, ’tis a theme I’ve oft reflected on. 

And this is wisdom :—Honour Heaven above, 

Kat, drink, be inen*y, crowding all with love ! 

/ilamke (ermfounded and shwlderin;/). Oh, how unlike the pic¬ 
ture fancy drew 1 

The King. What, did you think me, then, a solemn fool, 

A trembling lover, spiritless and tame, 

AV’ho thinks all women ready to expire 
With melting sympathy, because he sighs 
And wears a sad and melancholy face 1 
Blanche. Oh, leave me! — {Aside.) Wretched girl I 
The King. Know’st who I am ?— 

W^hy, France—a nation—fifteen million souls— 

Gold, honoiur, pleasures, power uncurbed by law. 

All, all are mineI reign and rule o’er all * 

I am their sovereign, Blanche, but thou art mine — 

I am their King^ Blanclre, wilt not be my Qxm n I 
BlancJie. Kie Queen I Your wife ! 

Th King (laughing heartily). No! virtuous innocence; 

The Queen, my mistress: ’tis the fairer name. 

Blanche. Thy mistress I Shame upon thee I 
The King. Hah! so proud 1 

Bhmehe (indignantly). I’ll ne’er be such I My father can pro¬ 
tect me! 

The King. My poor Buffoon ! my Fool! my Triboulct i 
Thy father's mine!—my property ! my slave 1 
His will’s mine own 1 

Blanche (weeinng). Is he, too, yours I sols out. 

The King (faUing on his knees). Dear Blanche! too dear to me! 

Oh, weep not thus! but, pressed against my heiirt- 

[He endeavours to embrace het\ 
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Bhmctu’. Forbear! 

77i€ Kitig. Say but again, thou lov’st me, Blanche! 

Blanche. No! no!—'tie passed. 

The King. I’ve pained thee thoughtlessly. 

Nay, do not sob! Bather than force from thee 
Those precious drops, my Blanche, I’d die with id^ame, 

Or pass before my Kingdom and my court 
For one unknown to gallantry and fame. 

A King,--and make a woman weep ! Ye gods I 

Blanrhe. ’Tis all a cheat! I know you jest with me I 
If you bo King, let me be taken home. 

My father weeps for me. I live hard by 
l)c Cossc’s palace; but you know it well. 

Alas! who are you ? I’m bewildered !—^lost I 
Dragg’d like a victim here 'midst fries of joy J 
My brain whirls round. ’Tis but a frightful dream 1 ^ 

You' that 1 thought so kind. {Weeping.) Alas! 1 think 
I love you not I {siulJt. 'y starting toeX*). 

I do but fear you now ! 

The King {trying to take her in his arms). You fear me, Blanche! 
Blanche {hsisiing). Have pity I # 

The King {seizing her in his arms). Well, at least 
One pardoning kiss! 

Blanche {struggling). No ! no I 

The King {laughing). {Asvh) IIow strange a girl ! 

Blanche {forces herself aivay). Help ! Ah I that 'door ! 

\She sees the door of the Kino’s own rooei, nuKes in, and 
closes it violently. 

The King {taking out a little 1^ from his girdle). 

’Tis lucky I’ve the key 1 

\IIe opens the door, rushes la, and lodes it behind him. 
Marot {who has Men watching for some time at the ditor at tfic 
hack of the stage). She flies for safety to the King’s own chamla:r! 
Alas! poor lamb ! {He calls to Da GoBnes, who is outside.) 

Hey, count! 

He Gcfi'des {peeping in). May we return 1 



400 


VICTOR HUGO, 


SuENK 3. —Mabot— I’HB CouBTiERs—T riboulet. AU the Courtiers 
cmne in accept De Piense, wh> remaim watchofj at the door. 
Marat {pointing to the d^xjr). The Kheep seeks rcfii^^c ia the 
lion's den ! 

Pardaillan {ouerjoped). Oh, ho ! poor Triboulct ! 

De Pimne {entering). Hush I hush 1 he cornea! 

Bo all forewarned; assume a careless air. 

Marot. To none but me he spoke, nor can he guess 
At any here. 

Pardaillan, Yet might a look betray. 

[JEnier Triboulet. IJis appearance is ttnal/ered. 
He has the usual dress and thoughtless de- 
porinwat of the JestcTy only he is very pale. 
[De Pienne appears to be engaged in conx>ersation^ 
hut is pi-ivately making signs and gestures 
to some of the young nobles, who can 
scarcely repx'css their laughJer, 

Triboutet {ad/oaneing slowly to the front of the stage). 

They all have done this t guilt is in their looks;— 

Yet where oonoeated herl—It were vain to ask — 

But to be scoffed aft 

[JGTe goes up to Marot with a gay and smilutg air. 
Ah, I ’ra so rejoiced 

T(^ see you took no cold last night, Marot. 

J/«ro/. Last night! 

Triboulet {affecting to treat it as a jest). 

The trick, I own, was neatly played, 

Marot. The trick 1 

Triboulet. Aye! well contrived 1 

Marot. ^Vhy, man, last night, 

When curfew tolled, ensconced between the sheets 
I slept so soundly, that the sun was high 
This mom wiien I awoke. 

Trihosdet {affecting to believe), I must have dreamed. 

[Triboulet sees a white handkerchief upon the /able, and 
darts upon it • he examines the initials. 
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Eatyhlf/an {to Db Pienne). See, Duke, how ho devours my 
handkerchief t 

TrihouUi {with a sigh). Not hers I 

l)e Ptenne {to the ymng CoUTiTiERS, icho cannot conhol thar 
lavghter). Nay, geutlemcii, what stirs your mirth 1 
Dc Gardes {pointing to ’Tia he, by Jupiter I 

Trilmdet. They’re strangely moved. 

Sleeps the King yet, my lord ? {^vaneing to D» PiBKNB.) 

Do. Pienne. Ho doth, good Fool. 

Triboulct. Methinks I hear some stir within his room. 

[Be attempts to appremh the door. 
De Piome {ptreifenting him). You’ll wake his Majesty! 

De Gardes {to Pakdaillan). Viscounty hear thui‘:>*- 
lifurot (the rascal) tells a pleasant tale, 
liuvv the three Guys, returning Heaven knows whence, 

Found each, last night,—what saycat thou, Buffoon 1— 
liis loving wife with a gallant I 
J/arot. Concealed! 

Trihoidei. Ah, 'tis a wicked world in which we live 1 
De Cossi. Woman’s so treacherous I 
Trihotdet. * My Lord, take heed I 

De Coss6. Of whatl 

Triboulet. Beware 1 the case may be your own; 

Just such a pleasant tale of you they tel); 

E’en now there’s something peeps above your ears. 

[Makes a of koms. 

De Coss4 {in a fury). Hah! 

Trihoulei {speaking to the Courtiers, awl pointing to D* Cossf:). 

’Tis indeed an animal most rare; 

When ’tis provoked, how strangely wild its cry 1 
Hah I {mimicking De Cossi). 

[The Courtiers lavgh at De Co^:^:. 
Enter a Geetleman hearing the Quern’s livery. 

De Pienne* Yaudragon 1 what now t 

Gentleman. Her Majesty 

Would see the King on matters of import. 

[De PiENEE makes sigm that it is impouihle, 

2c 
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GnUhman. Murlsime de Brcze is not with him now ! 

De Punnt {angrily). The King still sloe]>s ! 

Gentlemm. How, Duke!—a moment past 

Vou were together! 


Dc Punne {mak^ tipu to the Genileman, whovill not wider- 
etand him^ and tohich Tbiboulet observes with breathless 
attention). 


He has joined the chase. 

Gentleman. Indeed 1 without a horse or huntsman then, 
For all his equipages wait him here. 

De Pienne. Confusion ! {Then in a rage to tim messenger.) 

Now, Sir, will you understand 7 
The King sees nobody to-day. 

Trihoulet {in a voice of thunder). She’s here 1 

She’s with the King I (7%e Courtiers are alamned.) 

De Gordcs. What she?—I’faith he raves. 

TribouUt. Ah, gentlemen, well know you what I mean ] 
Nor shall you fright me from my purpose now. 

She, whom last night you ravished from my home— 

Base cowards all!—Mcmtmorency, Brion, 

De Pienne, and Satan (for with fiends you’re leagued), 

She’s here,^~She ’0 mine! 

De Pimne. What then, my Trihoulet I 

You’ve lost a miatress 1 Such a form as thine 
Will soon find others. 

Trihoulet {in a loud voice). Give me back my child ! 

Courtiers {c^ppalled). His child ! 

TribouUt. My daughter! Do you ta\mt me now t 

Why, wolyes and courtiers have their offspring too, 

Aud wh^ot I f Enough of this, my lords; 

If ’twere a jest, ’tis ended now ! You laugh,— 

You whisper 1 Villains ! ’twas a heartless deed. 

I’ll tear her you. Give me back my child f 
She’s there! 


\He rushes to the door of the King’s room. All the Coubtisrs 
interpose and 2 »'evmt him. 
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Marot. Hb folly has to madness turned. 

Tribonhi. Base courtiers I demons! fawning race accurst! 

A maiden’s honour is to you as naught— 

Your wires and daughters (if they chance to please) 

Belong to him. The virgin's sacred name 
Is deernecl a treasure, burdensome to bear: 

A woman’s but a field—a yielding farm, 

JjCt out to royalty. The rent it brings, 

A government, a title, ribbon, star 1 
Not one amongst yo give me back the lie. 

’Tis true, base robbers! you would sell him all I 
{to De Goudes) —Your sister, sir! 

{to Paiioaillan) —Your mother! 

{to De BnioN)—You !—Your wife I 
Who shall believe it ?—Nobles, dukes, aud peers; 

A Vermandois from Charlemagne who springs: 

A Brioii from Milan’s illustrious duke; 

A Gordcs Simiane ; a Bienne; a Pardaillan; 

Aud you, Montmorency ! What names are these 
Who basely steal away a poor man’s child ? 

0 never frofn such a high and ancient race, 

Such blazons proud, sprung dastards such as ye, 

But from some favoured lacquey’s stolen embrace: 

You’re bastards all 1 

JDe Gardes. Bravo, Bufi'oon I 

TrH)ouht. How much s 

Has the King given for this honoured service f 
You’re paid,—I know it. [Tears his hair. 

I, who had but her, — 

What can the King for mo ! He cannot give 
A name like yours, to hide me from mine own; 

Nor shape mj limbs, nor make my looks more smooth. 

Hell!—^he has taken all! I’ll ne’er go hence 
Till she’s restored 1 Look at this trembling hand,— 

Tis but a serfs; no blood illustrious there 
Unarmed you think, beotuse no sword it bean^— 

But with my nails I’ll tear her from ye all I 
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iiu rmhe» a^ain at tht door—cdl tfie GuUitTi£RS clow ujwn him ; he 
stmgyles dtupcratchj for some time, hut at lei\gth,, extaiustcd^ he 
faUs on his knees at tlw front 0 / the stage. 

All! all combined against me i ten to one! 

{Turning to Mauot.) 

IJoliold those tears, Marot!—Be merciful; 

Tliiiic is a soul inspired. Ob, have a heart! 

Tell me she’s here ! Ours is a common cause, 

For thou alone, amidst this lordly throng, 

Hast wit and scuse. Marot!—Oh, good Marot! 

{Turns to the Courtiers.) 
Even at your feet, my Iiords, I sue for grace : 

Tin sick at heart; alas, be merciful 1 
Some other day Til bear your humoura better; 

For many a year, your poor mis-shaped Buffoon 
lias made you sport—aye, when his heart would break. 

I''urgive your Tiiboulet, nor vent your spleen 
On one so helpless; give me back my child— 

My only treasure—all that I possess ! 

Without her, notldng in this world is mine. 

Bo kind to me 1 another night like this 
Would sear my brain, and whiten o’er my hair. 

[2^ door of the Kino’s room opens, a}id Blanche, agitated and 
disordered, rushes out, arul, unth aery of terror, tiirom herself 
into herfather^s arms. 

Blanche. My father, ah! {She buries her head in Jur father's 
bosom.) 

Trihoulet. My Blanoho 1 my darling child 1 
Look ye, good Sirs, the last of all my race. 

Dear angel!—Gentlemen, you’ll bear with me— 

You'll pardon, I am sure, these tears of joy. 

A child like thus, whose gcntlo innocence 
Even to look on makes the heart more pure, 

Could not be lost, you’ll own, without a pang. [to Blanche. 
Fear nothing now ; ’twas but a thoughtless jest, 

Something to laugh at.—How they frightened thee I 

Confess it, Blanche. [£im6raees her fondly. 
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lint I'm so hjippy now, 

^^y heart’s so full, I uoTcr knew before 

How much I loved, I laugh, that once did weep 

To lose tliee; yet to hold thee tlius again, 

Is surely bliss.—But thou dust weep, my child t 

BlaticJie (covering her face with her hand). Oh, hide rac from 
my shame ! 

Triboidct (starting). What mcau'st thou, Blanche t 

Blanche (pointing to the Couimiins). Not before these; I’d 
blush and speak, alone. 

Triboulet (tvrns in an agony to the Kino’s (^oor). Monster!— 
Slie too t 

Blanche (sohling and falling at his feet). Alone with thee, ray 
father 1 

Trihovlet (striding towards the Courtiers). Go, get thco hence I 
And if the King pretend 
To'turn his steps this way, 

(to Vbrma'*:»ois) You’re of his guard 1 
Tell him he dare not!—Triboulet is here ! 

Be Bienne. Of all the fools, no fool e’er equalled this. 

Be Gordt'e. To fools and chUdron sometimes must we yield, 

Yet will wo w'atob witliout. 

\Exeunt all the CouRTiSBS hut De Cossi^.. 

Trihovlet. Speak freely to me, Blanche. (Be tttms and sees Dk 
C os.s£. In a voice of thunder). You heard me, Sir 1 

Be Cossi (retiring precipitately). These fools permit thcmselvc,s 
strange liberties. 

Scene 4,—Triboulet—Blanchb. 

Triloidet (gravely and sternly). Now, speak I 

Blanche (with downcast eyes^ interrupted by sobs). Dear fatlier, 
’twas but yesternight 

He stole within the gate- (She hides fter face.) 

I cannot 

[Triboulet pressai her in his armSf akd k-isses her forehetol 
tenderly. 
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Bui long ago (I siiould have told you thou), 
lie followed me, yet spoke not, and at church, 

As sure as Sunday came, this gentleman- 

Triho^t {jieredy). The King 1 

Blanche. —Passed close to me, and ns I think, 

Disturbed my chair, that I might look on him. 

Last night he gained admittance. 

TribouUt, Stop, my child; 

III spare thy shame the pang of telliug it; 

I guess the rest. {He etanda trecL) 

Oh, sorrow most complete I 
His loathsome touch has withered on thy brow 
The virgin wreath of purity it wore, 

And in its stead has loft the brand of shame ! 

I’he once pure air that did environ thee 

His breath has sullied. Oh, my Blancho ! my child! 

Once the sole refuge of my misery, 

The day that woke me from a night of woe, 

I'he soul through which mine own had hopes of Heaven, 

A veil of radiance, covering my disgrace, 

The haven still fmr one bv all accurst, 

An angel left by God to bless my tears, 

The only sainted thing I e’er did trust 1 
What am I now 1 Amidst this hollow court. 

Where vice, and infamy, and foul debauch, 

With riot wild, and bold eflroutery, reign; 

These eyes, aweary with the sight of crime, 

Turned to thy guileless soul to find repose ; 

Then could I bear my fate, my abject fate, 

My tears, the pride that swelled my bursting heart, 

The witty sneers that sharpened on my vroes— 

Yes, all the pangs of sorrow and of shame 
I could endure, but not thy wrongs^ my child! 

Aye, hide thy face and weep; at Hiy young age 
Some part of anguish may escape in tears; 

Pour what thou can'st into a father’s heart. (Abetractedly.) 
But now, enough. The matter once despatched, 
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We leave this city,—aye, if I escape ! 

[Turning with redoi/^l^ rage to the Kixo’a chamber. 
Francis the First! May God, who hfears my prayer, 

Dig in thy path a bloody sepulchre, 

And hurl thee down, unshrived, and gorged witli sin ! 
lilanc?te {aside). Grant it not, Heaven ! for I love him still. 

I>e Pimne {speaking outside). De Montchen^, guard lienee to 
the Bastilc 

Monsieur St. Vallier, now your prisoner. 

Enter St. Vallier, Montcjhbnij, and Soldiers. 

St. Vallier. Since neither Heaven doth strike, nor pitying man 
Hath answered to my curse on this proud King, 

Steeped to the lip in crime,—why, then ’tis sure 
The monarch prospers, and ray curse is vain, 

TribovJet {turning rounds and emfronting him). Old man, 'tis 
false ! There’s one shall strike for thee 1 

KOT IV.—BLANCHE. 

Scene 1. —The scene represents the Place de la Grhmy near la TourncUr^ 
an, ancient gate of the city of Paris. On the right is a miseratAe 
hove which pnrporU^ by a nuk to he a house of entertainmentf 
or auherge of the lowest description. The front of the house is 
towards the speclatorSf and is so arranged that the mside is easily 
seen. The lower room is wretchedly farnidwd. There is a table, a 
large chimney, and a narroso staircase kadmg to a sort of loft or 
garret above, containing a truckle bed, easily seen through the window. 
The side of the building to the left of the actor has a door which 
opens inwards. The wall is dilapulated, and so fuU of chinks and 
aperbures, that what is passing in the house may be wibnessed by an 
observer outside. The renminder of the stage represents the <irhe. 
On the left is an old ruined wad and parapet, at the foot of which 
runs the river Seine. In the distance beyond the river is seen the 
old City of Paris. 

Triboulst—Blanche outside — Saltadadil inside the house. 
[Durii^ the uhoU of bhis scene TaiBOULET has the appearance of one 
anxious and fearful of surprise. Saltabadil sits in ilw. 
auberge, near the table, engaged in cleaning his belt, and twi 
hearing what is passing loitihout. 
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Trihmdet. Thou lov’st him htilll 

Blanche. For ever! 

Tribofulet. Yet I gaTe 

Full time to cure thee of this senseless dream. 

Blanche. Indeed, I love him. 

TrihovXeU Ah, 'tis 'woman’s heart! 

But, Blanche, explain thy reasons—why dost love ? 

Blanche. I know not. 

Tribmlet. 'Tis most strange !—incredible ! 

Blanche. Not so I—It may be ’tis for that I love— 

Say that a man doth risk his life for ours, 

Or husband bring us riches, rank, and fame, 

Do women therefore love?—In truth, I know, 

All ho hath brought me are but wrongs and shame. 

And yet I love him, tho’ I know not why. 

Wlmto’cr is linked with him ne’er quits my mind. 

’'fis madness, father! Can’st thou pardon still ? 

'J'hough ho hath wronged, and thou art ever kind, 

For him I’d die as surely as for thee. 

TrihovhU 1 do forgive thee. 

Blanche. Then he loves me too. 

Trihoulet. Insensate!—No I 

Blanche. He pledged his faith to mo, 

And with a solemn oath confirmed his vows, 

Such loving things!—with such resistless grace 

Ho speaks, no woman’s heart his* trath can doubt. 

His words, his looks, so eloquent, so kind, 

’Tis a true King, a handsome, and a brave! 

TrihovUet. ’Tis a oold, poijured, and relentless fiend 1 

Yet ’scapes ho not my vengeance. 

Blcmchc. Dearest father. 

You once forgave him. 

Trihovlet. Till the snare was spread 

For his dork villainv, I dare not strike. 

¥ * 

Blanche. ’Tis now a month—(I tremble as I speak)— 
You seemed to love the King. 

Q^Hb&ulet. ’T\vas but pretence; 


THE KWCS AMUSEMENT. 


409 


Thou shalt have vengeance! 

hlancht. Father, spare your child. 

TrihonUt. Thy senseless passion might be turned to hate, 

If’ he deceived thee. 

Blanche. He ! Til ne’er believe it! 

Tnhmdet. What if those eyes, that plead his cause with tears, 
lleheld his perfidy—would’st love him still! 

Blanche. I cannot tell. He lovos me 1 nay, adores. 

'I'was but lust night- 

Trihoulet iinieirypting memay/y). What time t 

Blanche. About this hour. 

TrUiouht. Tlien witness hero, and, if thou can’st, forgive! 

[Ih draws her to the house^ and directs her gaze through one of the 
apertures in the tcoZl, where all that passes within may be seen. 

Blanche. Nought but a man I see. 

Tril/ovlet. Look now! 

' {The Kino, dressed as an officer^ appears from a door which com- 
munkates with an apartmctit witidn. 

Blanche {starting). Oh, father! 

[Xh iring the following scene^ Blanche remains^ fixed Of a daiuCf 
agaifuit the fissure in the wally observing whal is passing unthhtt 
iiuxttentive to all else^ and only agitated from time to time with 
a convulsive dvudder. 


Scene 2.—Tbiboulet Saltabadil—Teie Kiko— 

Maouelonne inside . 

T/te King {sinking Saltabadil familiarly on the tfuytdder). 
Two things at once—your sister and a glass I 

Trihoulet {aside). The morals of a king by grace divine, 
Who risks his life in low debaucheries, 

And doth prefer the wine that damns bis sense, 

If proffered by some tavern Hebe’s hand! 

The King {sings). 

“ Changeful woman, constant never, 

He’s a fool who trusts her ever; 
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For her love the wind doth blow, 

Like a feather, to and fro." ^ 

[Saltabadil goes miUenly to the tiext room, retvming vnth a bottle 
and gUus, which he places on the tahle. He Uun strikes ticice 
tijpon the floor with the handle of his long sword, and at this 
signal a young girl, dressed in the Gipsy dress, hoviu/s qnkUy 
down the stair. As she enters, the Kino tries to seize her in 
his arms, but sfic dips away. Saltabadil recommences elenni- 
ing his belt. 

The King {to Saltabadil). 

My friend, thy buckle would bo brighter fur 
Cleaned in the open air. 

SaUahadil {svllenly). I understand. 

[He rises, sedutes the Kino awhmrdJy, opens the door and comes 
Old. He sees Tbibovlet, and comes cauiioudy towards him. 
Blanche sees nothing but the young Gipsy girl, who is dancing 
round the Kino. 

SaliahadU {in a low voice to Triboitlet). Shall he die now 1 

Trihordet, Not yet!—return anon. 

[Tkiboitlet makes signs to him to retire. Saltabadil disappears 
behind the parapet wall. Meantime the Kino endeavours to 
caress the young Gipsy. 

Maguelonnc (slipping away). No, no! 

The King. Thou offerest too much defence. 

A truce I Come hither I (The ^rl draics nearer.) 

Tis a week ago, 

At Triancourt*B Hotel (Ah, let me see, 

Who took me there)—I think 'twas Triboulet), 

There first I gazed upon that beauteous face. 

’Tis just a week, my goddess, that 1 loved thee, 

And thee alone. 

Magttelonne. And twenty more besides; 

To me a most accomplished rake you seem. 

The King. Well, well I 1 own some hearts have ached for me. 
True, I'm a monster 1 

1 The reader's attention Is requested to these versee. They are made 
the moans of producing, in the Fifth Act, a moet startling dramatic effect, 


Maguelo/ane. Coxcomb! 

TIte Kin IT. Tia most true! 

‘ But, tempter, 'twas your beauty lured me here, 

With most adventurous patience to eudure 
A dinner of the vilest; and such wine i 
Tour brother’s hang-dog looks have soured it: 

Au ugly wretch ! How dares he show his face 
So near those witching eyes and lips of bliss 1 
It matters not. 1 stir not hence to-night. 

Jfagtidonne (aside). He courts tlio snare ! (To the King, who 
tries to embrace her.) 

Excuse me 1 

The K ing. Why resist 1 

Mugmlorvnt. Be wise ! 

The King. Why this is wisdom, Maguclonne, 

Eat, drink, and love ; I hold exactly there 
With old King Solomon. 

Maguelonne (laughi,tg). Ha! ha ! I think 
Thou lov’st the tavern better than the church. 

The King (strretddng out his arm to catch her). Dear Maguelonne! 
Mag-wl<mne (runs round behind the table). To-morrow ! 

The King (seizing the table with both hands). Saj again 
That odious word, thy fence I’ll overthrow j 
The lip of beauty ne'er should say to-morrow. 

Magwlonne (comes suddenly rofund and sits by the King). 

Well, Jet’s be friends ! * 

The King (taking her hand). Ah, what a hand is thine ! 

So soft, so taper !—'twere a Christian’s part, 

Without pretence to over sanctity, * 

To court thy blow, and turn his cheek for more. 

Maguelonne {pleased). You mock me. 

The King. Never! 

Maguelonne. But 1 am not fair. 

The King. Unkind to me, and to thyself unjust I 
Queen of inexorables, know’st thou not 
How tyrant love doth rule the soldier’s heart) 

“ And if bright beauty doth our suit approve, 
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Though ’twere 'midst llussia’s suows, we blize with love." 
Mngwlonne {bursting into a Jit of laughter). I’m sure you’ve 
read that somewhere in a book. 

The King {aside,). Quito possible ! {Alowl.) Come, kiss mo ! 
Magvdemne. Sir, yt>u’re drunk ! 

The King. With love 1 

Magvdonne. I know you do but jest with mo, 

And couch your wit against a silly girl. 

\The Kino succeeds in giving her a hiss^ and tries a seemd time,, 
which she refuses, 

luiough I 

The King, I’ll marry thee. 

Maguelmne {laughing). You pledge your word. 

[The Kino dasps hei‘ round the uaist, and whispei's in her ear. 
Blanche, wwMe to hear the scene any longer, turns round, and 
totters totoards her father, 

Trihovlet {after contcmplatimj her for some time in silence), 
W’liat think’st thou now of vengeance, my poor child 1 
Blanche, Betrayed I ungrateful I—Oh, my heart will break I 
Tie hath no soul, no pity, kindness—none 1 
Kven to that girl, who loves him not, he says 
The same fond words that once he said to me. 

[Hides her head in her father*s bosom. 

And oh, that shameless creature! 

'Triboulet. Hush ! no more ! 

Knotigh of tears, leave now revenge to me I 
Blanche. Do as thou wilt. 

2'ribotdet, I thank thee. 

Blanche. Yet, alas! 

Father, 1 tremble when I read thy looks. 

What would'st thou dol 
Trihoidet. I pray thee, ask me not I 
All is prepared!—Now to our house, my child; 

There quick disguise thee as a cavalier, 

Mount a swift steed, and store thy purse with gold;— 

Hie thee to Evreus, stop not on the road, 
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Aiul by to-morrow’s eve I’ll join thee there. 

I’cneatli thy mother’s portrait stands a chest— 

'I'iion know’st it well—the dress lies rciuiy there. 

The horse stands saddled. I>o as 1 have said, 

But come not here again; for here shall pass 
A deed most terrible. Go now, dear Blanche i 
lUancliA, You’ll surely come with mo f 
Trihmht. Impossible! 

Jifunche {aside). My heart feels sick and iaint. 

TriboulH. Now, faro thee well! 

Remember, Blanche, do all as 1 have said I 

[Exit BLAKcnic. 

[During this scene, the King and Magurloknb continue latujhing, 
and talking in a low voice. As sf)on as Blancub is gone, 
Triboulet goes to the. parapet and makes a sign for Saltabadh., 
who appears from behind the wall. Night draws on ; the stage 
. becomes darker. 

Scene 3.—Triboulet—Saltabadil outside :— Thb King— 
Maguelonne {inside the house). 

TrihovlH {counting out the gold to Saltabadil). You ask for 
twenty,—here are ten in hand. 

Art sure be stays the night I 

[He stops in tJui act of giving him the money. 
Saltabadil {goes to examine tlte apjAurance of th^ tui^ht). Thu 
storm comes on. 

In one short hour the tempest and the rain 
Shall aid my sister to detain him licro. 

Triboulet. * At midniglit I return. 

Saltabadil. No need of that. 

Thank Heaven, I’ve strength enougli, unhelped, to throw 
A corpse into the Seine. 

Triboulet. That triumph’s mine. 

These hands alone shall do it. 

Saltahadil. As for that, 

Even as you please; ’tis no aiTair of mine. 
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I baulk no fancies. In a sack concealed, 

Your man shall be delivered you to-liight. 

Trihmltt {^ves him the gold). *Ti8 well!—At midnight, and the 
rest are thine. 

Saltahadil. It shall be done! How call you this gallant ? 
Trihovlet WoulJst know his name 1—Then hear mine own as 
well, ' 

For mitte is chaetuementy and hie is crinte / \Exit Trilrndet. 


Scene 4.— SALTasADiL—T he Kino—Maouelonne. 

[Saltabadil, (done outside^ examimsthe appe trance of tJte d:[f, trhkh 
is becoming gradually more overcast. It is almost night. Ihe 
lightning flashes, and thunder is heard in the distance. 

Saltabadil. The storm o’erhangs the city,—aye, that’s well. 
This place will soon be lonely as the grave. 

’Tis a strange business this, and, by my bead t 
I cannot fathom it. These people seem 
Possessed with something that 1 can’t divine. 

[lie examines the sky again. During this time the Kino is laughing 
with Maoveeonne. He etdeavonrs to embrace her. 

Maguelorme (reptUsing him). My brother’s coming. 

The King. Sweetest one, what then 1 

[Saltabadil enters^ closing the door after him. A loud peal of thunder. 
Ma^e/onne. Hark, how it thunders 1 
Haltahadil. Listen to the rain. 

The King. "Well, let it rain ! 'tis our good pleasure here 
To stop this night. [.S/ojopim^Saltaeadii. on ike shoulder. 

Jfagvelmne {laughing at him). 'Tis your good pleasure I Well! 
This is a king indeed I Your family " 

May be alarmed. 

[Saltabadil makes signs to her not to prevent him. 

The King. Nor wife nor child have L 
I care for none. 

Saltabadil (aside). There’s providence in that. 

[77ie rainfalls heavily. The ni^t becomes quite dark. 
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The, King. Thou, fellow, may'st go sleep, e’en where tliou wilt. 
Saltahadil (bowing). Most happy, 

Magnclonne (in an earnest whi^rt while lighting the lump). 

Get thee hence! 

The King (laughs and ^aks aloud). In such a night! 

I’ll scarcely turn a poet out of doors. 

Saltahadil (aside to Maguclonne, showing the gold). 

Let him remain. I’ve ten good crowns of gold— 

As much more when 'tis done ! 

(T<? the Kin%.) Most proud am I 
To offer ray poor chaiuber for the night. 

The King. Beshrew me now, 'tis some infernal den, 

Where summer bakes one, and December’s snows 
Freeze every vein. 

Saltahadil. I’ll show it with your leave. 

The King. Lead on! 

[Saltabadil takes 'u; lamp; the Ktso goestoMsaxTFJ.oKyK, and 
whispers something in her ear. llu n both nwant the narrow 
staircase^ Saltabadil precedhig the Kikg. 

MagueloTMe (she looks out at the window). Ah, poor young man ’ 
How dark without. 

{The Kiko and Saltabadil are seen through the window of the room above.. 
Saltahadil (to the King). Here is a bed, a table, and a chair ! 
The King (measuring than). Three, six, nine feet in all. Thy 
furniture 

Hath surely fought at Marignan, my friend, 

’Tis chopped, and cut, and hacked so wondrous small. 

{He examines the window^ in which there is no glass. 
How healthy ’tis to sleep i* the open air: 

No glass—no curtains! sure the gentle breeze 
Was ne’er more courteously received than here. 

Good night, old fellow 1 

SaltahadU (descending the stairs). Heaven preserve you, sir t 
The King. In truth, I’m weary, and would sleep awhile.— 

[He plojus his hat and sword on the chairs takes off his hoots^ and 

throws himsdf on the bed. 
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’Ti-s ii sweet girl!—tliat Mugdulonne, so gay, 

So fresh, 80 young. I trust the door’s uubaned. 

[Jle gets np and tries the lo>'h. 

Ah, 'tis all right! 

[Throws himself again upon tdw 6cd, and is soon fad adeep. 
CMaouelonne and SaltaBadil are sitting domi bdow. The 
tempest rages. Thunder^ liglUningy and rain incessant. Ma- 
otrKLOXNE aits with some needlework. SALTABAniL, with a non- 
cfialant air, is emptying the hottU of wine the King has left. 
Both seem hd in thonght. 

Mtigitehmne (after a pause of some duration). Methinks this 
Cavalier 

Most prepossessing I 

Sitlhdiodil, Faith, I think so too—- 

He fills my purse with twenty crowns of gold I 
Maguelonne. How matiy 1 
Saltahadil. Twenty. 

Maguelonne. Oh, he’s worth much more f 
Saltahadil. Go up, pert doll! and if his sleep be sound, 

Bring dovm his sword ! 

a 

[Maguslokni obeys. The dorm rages violently. At this mommt 
Blanchb enters from the back of the dage^ dressed as a man, in a 
black riding hahitf boots and spurs.—She advances douiy to the 
crevice iih the wall. Meanwhile Saltabadii continues to di-inJs; and 
Maquelokne, with a lamp in her hand, bends over the sleeping Kino. 

Ma^uelonae. He sleeps. Alas I poor youth. 

[iSAe brings doim his sward to Saltabadil. 


ScBNB 6 .—The King asleep in the upper room. Saltabadil wid 
Maouelonnb in the room below. Blanche outside. 

Blanche (walidng sUndy in the dark, guided l^y thefladies of lightning. 

Thunder incesxint). 

A deed most terrible ! Is reason fled t 

There’s something more than nature buoys me up:— 

Kven in this dreadM house he stops to-night 1 
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Oli, pardf»n, Father, pardon my rotnru— 

My disobedience ! 1 could bear no more 

The agony of doubt that racked my* soul— 

I, who have lived, till now, unknowing all 
The tears and sorrows of this cruel world, 

MhUt peace and flowers !—now am hurled at oned 
From happy innocence to guilt and shame I 
Love tramples on the ruined edifice 
Of virtue’s temple, that his torch has seared I 
His fire’s extinct—the ashes hut remuin - 
lie loves me not I Was that the thunder’s voice ? 

It wakes mo from my thoughts ! Oh, fearful night! 

Bcsjiair has nerved my heart—iny woman's heart 
Tiiat once feared shadows 1 

(iSrfif ike Ugh/ in the vj.^)er windou'.) 
Ah, what is’t they do? 

How my heart throbs I They would not slay him, sure 1 

{Noise of ihund^ and rain.) 
Sal/ahadil {within). Heaven growls above as though 'twere 
married strife— 

One curses,—t’ other drowns the earth with tears. 

Blanche. Oh, if my father knew his child were hero 1 
Maguelomne {within). Brother! 

Blanche {stariUd). Who spoke ? 

Maguclonne (louder). Why, brother I 

' ScUtabadil. Well, what now ? 

Maguelonne. Thou const not read my thoughts? 

SaUahadil. Not 1! 

Magudonne. But guess I 

ScUtabadil. The fiend confound thee 1 
Maguelonne. Come 1 this fine young man— 

So tall t so handsome!—who lies wrap^ied in sleep 
As thoughtless and as trusting as a child I— 

We’ll spare his life! 

Blanche. Oh, heaven I 

Sal/abadU. Take thou this sack, 

And sew these broken seams. 

2n 
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Maffnelmne. What would you do 1 

Saliabadil. K’en place therein thy handsonde^ tall gallant, 
When my keen blade hath debit with him aboTOi 
TSnd sink his carcase, garnished with yon stone, 

Deep in the river’s bed. 

Maguelonne. But— 

SaltahadU. Silence, girl 1 

Urge mo no more. 

Maguehmne. Yet— 

Saf/aboilil. Wilt thou hold thy peace 1 

Wert thou consulted, no one would be slain. 

On with thy work. 

Blanche. What dreadful pair are these t 

Is it on hell I ^ef 

MaffiidonM. Well, I obey: 

But you must bear me. 

SaUaladil. Umph! 

Maguclmne. You do not hate 

Til is geutleiuan. 

SaltahadU. Not I. I love the man 

That bears a sword. ’Tis by the sword I live. 

Maguelonne. Why stab a handsome youth, to please, forsooth, 
An ugly hunchback, crooked as an S ! 

Sal/abadU. Hark yo awhile, the simple case I’ll state. 

A hunchback gives, to slay n handsome man— 

I care not whom,—ten golden crowns in hand, 

And ten besides, whene’er the deed is done. 

Of course—he dies! 

Ma^lome. Why not the old man slay 

When he returns to pay thee o’er the gold ? 

’Twero all the same. 

Blanche. My father! 

SaliaJbadil {with indipialian). Hark ye now 

I’ll hear no more of this. Am I a thief,— 

A bandit, out-throat, cheat 1 Would’st have me rob 
The client who employs and pays my sword ? 

Magueloane. Couldst thou not place this log within the sack f 
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The nig}it’s so dark, the cheat he could nut tell. 

SaitahadU. Ha! ha ! Thy trick wpuld scarce deceive the blind. 
There’s something in the clammy touch of death 
Tlmt baffles imitation. 

Maguclonne. Spare his life 1 

SaUahadil. I say—he dies ! 

Maguelonne. I’ll scare him from his sleep; 

Save and protect him hence. 

Blanche, (luod, generous girl J 

Sa!/abadil. My twenty crowns 1 
Ifaguelo/ine. ’Tis true ! 

Snltahadil. Hear reason, then* 

lie roust not live. 

Maj^lonne, I say he shall not die! 

[S}ie places herself in a dciei'mhied aUilwh at the foot of the stairs; 
SAJJTAHAJiitt fearing totmhe the Kiko, stops in his pnrposrf 
apparently thinking Jmto to conipromuc the affair. 

SaJtahadil. Hear me ;—At midnight comes my patron back ; 

If any stranger chance to pass this way, 

And claim our shelter, ere the bell shall toll, 

I'll strike him dead,—and oiler, in exchange. 

His mangled body for thy puppet yonder. 

So that the corse he throws into the Seine, 

He cannot guess the change. But this is all 
That I can do for thee. 

Maguelonne. Gramercy, brother,— 

In the Bend’s name, who’er can pass this way 1 
Saltdbadil. Nought else can save his life ! 

Maguelonne. At such an hour! 

Blanche. Oh God ! thou temptest me I Thou bid’st me die 
To save a perjured life ! Oh, spare me yet 1 
I am too young. Urge me not thus, my heart! 

\Tkunder roL 

Oh, agony ! Should I go call the guard t 
No, all is silence ! darkness reigns around : — 

Besides, these demons would denounce my father; 

Dear father, I should live to thank thy love,— 
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To cherish and support thy failing years. 

Only sixteen I—’tis hard to die so young;— 

To feci the keen, sharp dagger at my heart! 

Ah me 1 how cold the plashing rain comes down ! 

My bruiu seems fire—but my limbs are ice! . 

[A cloc/c tlic distance. strit:(s one quarttr. 
Satfahadil. 'Tis time ! [The clock strikes two more quarters. 
Three-quarters past eleven now ! 
llcar’st thou no footsteps ? Ere the midnight hour, 

It must he douo, [He ptUs his foot on the first stair, 

Ma;<^ndonne {bursts into tears). Oh, brother, wait awhile J 
Blanche. This woman weeps, yet I refuse to save. 

He luvos mo not I Have I not prayed for death 1 
That death w'ould save him, but my heart recoils. 

Salfabadil {attcmpti\(; to jmss Maquelonke). . 
ril wait no longer. 

Blanche. If he'd strike me dead 

With one sharp sudden blow I not gash my face, 

Or mangle me. How chilling falls the rain ! 

Oh, it is horrible to die so cold. 

[Saltabadil again attempts to pass Maouelo.vne. Blanciie 
gradually drags herself round to the door^ and gives a feeble 
knock. 

Maguelonne. A knock. 

SaltabadU. ’Tis but the wind. 

Maguelonne (Blanche knocks again). 

Again !—a knock 1 

[jS!/le runs to the vmdow^ opens tV, and looks out. 
SaltabadU (aside). *Ti8 passing strange ! 

Maguelonne. Who’s there f 

(Asi’rfc <0 Saltabadil.) a traveller I 
Blanche {faintly). A night's repose 1 
.SaltabadU (aside). A sound eternal sleep ! 

Maguelonne (aside). Aye, a long night indeed 1 
Blanche. Haste I haste 1—I faint! 

SaltabadU. Give me the knife ! 

Maguelonne. Poor wretch ! his hand haidi struck 
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Upon the portal of his tomb ! 

{Aside to Saltaoadil.) Be quick 1 
Saltahadil. Behind the door, I’H strike him as ho conics. 
Maguelonne (opening the dear to Blanche). Come in ! 

Blanche {shuddering). I dare not! 

Maguelonne {half dragging her in). *Tis too late for that! 

\As she passes the thresholdt Saltauadil 

\The Cuiiain falL^, 


ACT V.-TRIBOULET. 

Scene 1.— T/ie sta^ represmU the sanu scene as the Fourth Act; hut 
the house ij/Saltabadil is completely closed. There is no h^ht 
within. All is darkness. 

[Twboulbt comes slowly from the back of the stage, enveloped in 
his mantle. The storm has somewhat diminished in vio¬ 
lence. The rain has ceased; but there are occasional flashes 
of lightnings and distant thunder is heard. 

Tribouiet, Now is the triumph mine! The blow is sti uck 
That pays a lingering month of agony. 

'Midst sneers and ribald jests, the poor Buffoon 
Shed tears of blood beneath his mask of smiles. 

[Examines the door of the house. 
This is the door—oh, vengeance exquisite!— 

Thro* which the corse of him I hate shall pass. . 

The hour has not yet tolled; yet am I here 

To gaze upon thy tomb! Mysterious night! [Thioukr. 

In heaven a tempest; murder upon earth I 
Now am I great indeed. My just revenge 
Joins with the wrath of God. I’ve slain the King! 

And such a king!—upon whoso breath depends 
The thrones of twenty monarchs; and whose voice 
Declares to trembling millions, peace or war! 

He wields the destinies of half mankind, 

And falling thus, the world shall sink with him. 
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’Tis I that strike this mighty Alias clo^u ! 

Through mu, all Europe shall his loss bewuiL 
Affrighted earth, e’en from its utmost hounds, 

Shall shriek! Thy arm hath done this, Triboulet. 

Triumph, Buffoon !—exult thee in thy pride; 

A foul’s revcitgc the globe itself doth sliakc! 

\The storm continues, A distant clock strikes tivelve. 
The hour! [JJc runs to the door^ and knocks loudly. 

Voice (from within). \Mio knocks t 

Trihcmht. *Ti8 I! admit me I haste ! 

Voice (within). All's well; but enter not! 

[77*« lower half of the door is opened, and Saltabadil crawh 
out, dragging after, him an ohlong-slMiml nutss, scarcely 
distinguishable in the darkness of the nighd. 

Scene 2.—Tbiboulet—Saltabadiju 

Saltabadil. How dull a load, 

ticnd me your aid awhile ; within this sack 
Your man lies dead ! 

Triboulet. I’ll look ui>on his face. 

Bring me a torch 1 

Saltabadil. By all the saints, not I. 

Triboulet. What, oanat thou stab, yet fear to look on death t 
Saltabadil. The guard I fear I—the archers of the night; 
You’ll have no light from me. My task is done. 

The gold! 

[Triboulet gives it to him, ilten turns to gase on the dead body. 
Triboulet. Tis there! (Aside )—so hatred hath its joys! 

Saltabadil. Shall not I help you to the river’s side 1 
Tribotdet. Alone I’ll do it, 

Saltabadil. Lighter ’twere for both. 

TrilmdH. *Tis a sweet load ; to me *tis light indeed I 
Saliahadil. Well, as you will; but cast it not from hence. 

\Pointing to another part of t)u mill. 
The stream runs deepest there. Be quick. Good-night. 

\He rt-esUers the homu, efostin^ tite door after him. 
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Scene 3.—Tbiboulet aJone^ hi* eyes fixed on the hwly, * 

Trtbovlet. There lies he! dead !* Would I could 8 i>g him now. 

[Ue examines the sael\ 

It matters not, ’tia he !—his spurs peep forth. 

Yea! yes! ’tis he * 

\lle rises iqb and places his foot 07t the hudy. 

Now, giddy world, look on I 
Here, see the Jester ! There, the King of Kings, 

Monarch o’er all, unrivalled, Lord supreme! 

Beneath my feet I spurn him as he lies, 

The Seine his sepulchre, this sack his shroud. 

Who hath done thist 'Tis I—aud I alone, 

Stupendous victory ! When morning dawns 
The slavish throng will scarce believe the tale, 

But future ages, nations yet unborn, 

, Shall own, and shudder at, the mighty deed. 

What, Francis of Valois, thou soul of fire, 

Groat Charles’s greater rival, King of France, 

And God of battles 1 at whose conquering step 
The very battlements have quaked for fear 
Hero of Marignan, whose arm o’ertbrew 
Legions of soldiers, scattered like the dust 
Before the impetuous wind I whose actions beamed 
Like stmrs o'ershining all the universe, 

Art thou no more I—unshrived, unwept, unknown, 

Struck down at once ! In all thy power and pride, 

From all thy pomps, thy vanities, thy luKts, 

Dragged off and hidden like a babe malformed; 

Dissolved, extinguished, melted into air; 

Appeared and vanished like the lightning’s flash. 

Perhaps to-morrow,—^haggard I trembling! pale! * 

And prodigal of gold—thro’ every street 
Criers shall shout, to wond’riug passers by, 

Francis the First—^Francis the First is lost 1 
Tis strange 1 


{AfiUr a short sitmee.) 
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But thou, my poor lou<^*suiferiug chiM, 

TI\ou hast thy vengeance. Wliat a thirst was mine 

That craved for blood ! Gold ;?ave the draught! 'Tis quench’d! 

[//e hmth over ike body in a fit of 'unt/ovei'nable ray*!. 

PcrfiilitiUB monster ! Oh, that thou couMst hear! 

My ciiild, more precious than a monarch’s crown, 

My child, who never injured aught that breathed. 

You foully robbcil mo of, and gave her back 
Disgraced and shamed ; but now the triumph’s mine. 

With well dis’icmbled art I lured thee on, 

And bade thy caution sleep, as if the woe 
That breaks a father's heart could e’er forgive I 
’Twas a hard strife, the weak against the strong: 

The weak hath conquered I He who kissed thy foot 
Hath gnawed thy heartstrings. Dost thou hoar me now, 

Thou King of Gentlemen 1 The wretched slave. 

The Fool, Buffoon, scarce worth the name of man- 
lie whom thou calledst dog—now gives the blow I 

. \I[e itrikes dead body. 

’Tis vengeance efteaks, and at its voice the soul, • 

How base soo’er, bursts from its thralling sleep. 

The vilest are ennobled, changed, transformed ; 

Then from its scabbard, like a glittering sword, 

The poor oppressed one draws his hatred forth. 

The stealthy oat’s a tiger, and the Fool 
Bconines the executioner of kings. 

Would ho could feel how bitterly I bate! 

But ’tis enough. Go seek thou in the Seine 
Some loyal current that against the stream 
May bear thy mangled corse to Saint Denis, 

Acctirsed Fraocisi! 

[JTe takes the sack by me etidy and dra«s it to the edge of the 
wall: as he is about to fiace it on the parapet^ MAarEijoirsB 
comes out^ looks round anxiously^ and returns ndtk th* 
Kino, to whom she makes siyns that he may now escape 
unseen. 




THE K/NCrS A.VrSiEMENT, 


4?S 

[Ai the moment that TiUBorusT h about to thro^v the ho.iy into 
the Seine, the Kino leaves the sta^e in the o/'jfosite dim- 
tion, singing carelessly* 

The King. “ Changeful woman I—constant never I 
Hds a fool that trusts her erur I " 

Trxbemkt (dropping the body on the stage). Huh! whut voice was 
that ] 

Souio spectre of the night is mocking me t 

\He turns round, and listens in a state cf great aefitatum. The 
voice of the Kino is again heard in the distance. 

The King, “ For her love the wind doth blow 
Like a feather to and frol' 

Trih&idet. Now, by the curse of Hell! This is not he I 
'Sorao one hath saved him !—robbed mo of my prey !•— 

Betrayed 1 betrayed I 

\ltuns to the house, but only the upper window is open. 
Assaasiiis t—'Tis too high 1 
What hapless victim has supplied his place— 

What guiltless life 1—I shudder ! (Feels the body.) 

, Tis a coqise 1 

Bat, who hath perished 7 ’Tis in vain to seek, 

From this abode of hell—a torch to break 
The pitchy darkness of this fearful night 1 
I’ll wait the lightning’s glare 1 

\He waits some motnenis, his eyes fixed rm the halfopetiwd sack, 
prom which he lias partly dratm forth the body of 
Blanchs. 


SoBNS 4 . —Tbibottlet—Blanche. 

A fiash of lighfysing / Tbibohlbt Uarts up with a frenzied scream. 

Triboulet, Ob, God I My child 1 

Hah, what is this t My bands are wet with blond— 

My daughter! Oh, my brain !—Some hideous dream 
Hath seized my senses 1 Tis impossible 1 


426 


VICTOR HUGO. 


Htit now she left rae ! Heaven be kind to me ! 

’Tis but a maddening vision—’tis not she! 

[Another of Hghtnln'j. 
It is my child—my daughter! Dearest Bltmchc ! 

Tlicse hcnds have murdered thee I Oh, speak, my child ! 

Speak to thy father! Is there none to help ? 

Speak to me, Blauche f My child I My child ! Oh, (iovl ! 

[lit sinks down e-xJtausted. 
Blnnrhr {JTalfdying^ hvi rallying at iJie cries of her faihtr—In 

a faint voice )— 

Who calls on me 1 

Tvibovlei (in an ecstcLsy of joy). She speaks ’ She grasps my 
hand! 

Her heart beats yet 1 All-graoious Heaven, she lives ! 

Jifanche. 

[67ie; raises herself to a sitting position. Her coat has been 
taken offy her shirt is covered with bloody her hair hangs 
loose; the rest of her body is concealed. 

Whore nm 11 

Trihaulet, Dearest, sole delight on eaith, 

Hcar’st thou my voice 1 Thou knowest me now 1 
liianche. My father! 

Triboulet. Who hath done this 1 What dreadful mystery I 
I dare not touch, lest I should pain thee, Blanche. 

I cannot see, but gently guide my hand. 

Where art thou hurt 1 

Blanche (gasping for breath). The knife— has reached—my 
heart. 

T felt—it pierce me. 

Tribotdet. Who has struck the blow 1 

BUmdu. The fault’s mine own, for I deceived thee, father 1 
I loved too well! And ’tis for bim—I die. 

Tribotdet. Oh, retribution dire l-~the dark revenge 
I plotted lor another falls on me ! 

But how 1—^what hand 1—Blanche, if thou cau’st, explain t 
Blanche. Oh, ask me not to apeak I 
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Trihmht {covtrmg her with kUs€$). Forgive me, 

Blanche! 

And ret to lose thee thus I 
*> 

lilanche. I cannot breathe 1 

Turn me this way !—Some air! 

Trihty^ti. Blanche, Blanche ! my child ! 

Oh, do not die! {Turm ream/ in deopair.) 

Help, help Will no one cuinc 1 
\\ ill no one help my child 1 The ferry bell 
Hungs close against the waU. An instant now 
ril leave thee, htit to call assistance here, 

And bring thee water. 

[Blafiche maies si(;m that it is uselm. 
Yet I must have aid. 

{Shouts for help.) 

Whut, ho!—Oh, live to bless your father’s heart I 
My cliild, my treasure, all that I possess 
Is thee, my Blanche!—’ t;annot part with thee I 
Oh, do not die 1 

Jilanehe {in the agony of death). father !— 

Raise the up! 

Give me some air 1 

TrilHAdet. My arm hath pressed on thee. 

1 am too rough. 1 think ’tis better now. 

Thou host more ease, dear Blanche !—Fur mercy's sake, 

Try but to breathe till some one pass this way 
To bring thee succour.—Help ! Oh, help my child ! 

Blaw^ {with dificul/y). Forgive him, father ! 

dies. Her head falh lack on his shoulder. 
Triboulet {in an agony). Blanche !—She’s dying I Help I 

[He runs to the ferry-hell, and rings it furiously. 
Watch ! murder I help! [He returns to Blanork. 

Oh, speak to me again. 

One word—one, oxJy one. In mercy speak 1 

. [Emiying to lift her up. 

Why wilt thou lie so heavily, my child 1 
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Only sixteen !—so young! Thou art not dead. 

Thou would’st not leave mo thus. Shall thy sweet voice 
Ne’er bless thy father morel Oh, God of Heaven 1 
Why should this bo ? How cruel 'twas to give 
So sweet a blessing. Yet forbear to take 
Ib.r soul away ere all its worth I knew. 

Why didst thou let mo count ray treasure o’er 1 
Would'st thou had died lh infant! aye, before 
Thy mother’s arras had cla8{>ed thee ! or that day 
(When quite a child) thy playmates wounded thee, 

I could have l>orne the loss. But, oh, not now, 

My child ! my child ! 

[A number of people^ alarmed by the ringing of /he hell, note 
came in, being present during the latter part of the fore¬ 
going speech. 

A Woman. His sorrow rings my heart I 

Triboulet. So yo are come at last!—indeed, 'twas lime ! 

[Turning to a Waggoaver, and seizing him by the arm. 
Hast thou a horse, my friend 1—a loaded wain 1 
Waj^oner. I have— (aside) How fierce his grasp f 
Tribuidet. Then take mjshead, 

And crush it ’ncath thy wheels 1—my Blanche 1 my child ! 

Another man. This is some murder ! Grief has turned his brain: 
Better to part them. [They Jra^ Triboultt away. 

Trifjoultt. Never I—^here I’ll stay. 

I love to look upon her, though she’s dead. 

I never wronged ye—why then treat me tbns 1 
I know yo not. Good people, pity me ! {To the 'Womas.) 

Madam, you weei>—you’re kind. In mercy beg 
They drag me not from hence. 

[ITie tcoman intercedes; they let him come back to the ho<hj of 
Blanche. He run3 icildly to it, ati4 falls on hu hnees. 

Upon thy knees— 

Upon thy knees, thou wrettdi, and die with her ! 

The ITamaa. Be calm—be comforted. If thus yon rave 
Ton must be parted t 

Triboulet (wild with irief). No! no! no 1 
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[iSfirw her in his arms, and txtdihtdy dtips in his grief—his senses 
are tridentiy wandering. 


I think 


•She hroathes again. She wants a fatljcr's care ! 
Go som.? one to the town, and seek for aid: 


I’ll iiold her in ray arras.—I’m quiet now. 


[/Jc lakes her in his armSf and hdds her as a mother woufU on in- 
far.i. 

No ! she’s not dead, God will not hare it so, 

Ilo knows that slie is all I lov’d on earth. 

The [,oor deformed one was despised by all, 

Avoided, hated. None were kind to him. 
lint she! she loved me, my delight, jny joy: 

Wltcn others spumed, she loved and wept with me. 

So beautiful, yet dead I Your kerchief, pray, 

To spiootho her forehead. See, her lips still retl. 

Oh, had you seen her, os I see her still, 

Tint two years old ; her pt etty hair was then 

As fair as gold 1 [Presses her to his heart. 

^ Alas ! must foully wronged, 

My Blanche, my happiness, my darling child J 
When bat an infant, oft I’ve held her thus: 

She slept upon my bosom just as now— 

And when she woke, her laughing eyes met mine, 

And smiled upon me with an angel's smile. 

She never thought me hideous, vile, deformed. ^ 

Poor girl 1 she loved her father. Now she sleeps! 

Indeed, I know not what I feared before— 

She'll soon aw'oken 1 Wait awhile, 1 pray, 

You’ll see her eyes will open 1 Friends ! you hear 
I reason calmly. I’m quite tranquil now; 

I'll do whate’er you will, aud injure none, 

So that you let me look upon my child. 


[Ue gazes upem her faze* 
How smooth her brow, no early sorrows there 
Have marked the fur entablature of youth. 
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{Starling.) Ha ! 1 have narmed her little hand in mine. 

{To the people.) Feel how the pulse returns ! 

{Enter a Surgeon.) 

The Woman {to Tnf»>u/t't). Tlie Surgeon’s here. 

Trihoulet. Look, Sir, examine, I’ll oppose in nought. 

She has but fainted, is’t not so? 

Surgeon {after feeling her pulse^ mys eoUlg), She’s dead ! 

[Trih/ulet .‘it4:rts up convuhivt’hj; the Surgeon goes on examinin'j 
the wound. 

'I’he wound's in her left side. 'Tis wry deep. 
lUood must have flowed upon the lungs. She died 
Hv snIToeatiou. 

w 

Trihuulet {with a scream of agony). I have slain my child ! 

[He falls senseless on the grumul. 

F&kueuick L Slous. 
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